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COUNTRY WIFE: 


ACT I. SCENE LI. 

Enter Horner, and Quack following bim at a diſtance. 
Horner. = 

2 fit for . "yy 
; hook nk ny 1 
way, both helpers of nature (Aſide.) 


D, my dear doctor, haft thou 
done what I deſired? 


as an Exnzch, with as much trou- 
if I had made you one in earneſt. 
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be the readieſt to report ir. 

told all the chamber-maids, waiting- 
and old women of my acquain- 
nay, and whiſper'd it as a ſecret to'em, and to 
hiſperers of bi 3 fo that you need not 
*rwill ſpread, and you will be as odious to the 
handſome women, as. | 


Horn. As the fall pox well 
Yuack. And to the married women of this end of the 


- 


; nay, as their own huſ- 


Quack. And to the city dames, as anniſeed Robin, of 
filthy and contemptible memory ; and they will frigh- 
ten their children with your name, eſpecially their fe- 
males. | 


A 2 Horn, 
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Horn. And cry Horner's coming to carry . 
| Iam only afraid 'twill not be belicy'd : ks 
! it was by an Engli6-French diſaſter, an Exgliß- 
French chirurgeon, who. has given me at once, not on- 
f ly a cure, but an antidote for the future, againſt that 
| Lac malady, and that worſe diſtemper, love, and 
| all other womens evils. 
Quack. Your late journey into France has made it the 
more credible, and your being here a fortnight before 
you appear'd in publick, 2 if y 
the ſhame, which I wonder you do not: well I have 
been hir d by young gallants to bely em t'other way ; , 
but you are the firſt wou'd be thought a man unfit 
women. 
Horn. Dear Mr. doctor, let vain 
only to be 
tis all the 
: "rk. Vento, mutiicks, © xa prepeionas 
Tou take, ks, a w 

to ir, and as ridicnlous as if gas fx. in phyſick, 

ſhould put forth bills to diſparage our medicaments, 

with hopes to gain cuſtomers. 

Horn. Doctor, there are quacks in love as well s | * 

hyfick, who get but the fewer and worſe patients, 

„ + 2 good name is ſeldom got by giv- 
ing it one's ſelf, and women no more than honour are 
com paſs d by bragging : come, come, doctor, the wi- 
ſeſt lawyer never diſcovers the merits of his cauſe till 
the tryal ; the wealthieſt man conceals his riches, and 
the ing gameſter his play. Shy husbands and 
keepers, like old rocks, are not to be cheated, but by 
a new unprattis'd trick: falſe friendſhip will now no 
more than falſe dice upon 'em ; no, not in the city. 

Enter Boy. 
Boy, There are two ladies and a gentleman coming 

up. 
. A pox, ſome unbelieving ſiſters of my forme: 
acquaintance, who, I am afraid, expect their ſenſe 
ſhou' d be ſatisfy d of the falſity of the report. No 
this formal fool and women! 


Enter Sir Jaſp. Fidg. Lady Fidg. and Mrs, Dainty 
Fidger. 
Lac. 


9 8 . 


thought abl han 2828 
t abler men than they are, generall 
8 4 — | 


they have; but mine lies 
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The Country Wife. 3 
Quack. His wife and ſiſter. 

Sir Joſh My coach breaking juſt now before your 
door, fir, I look upon as an occaſional reprimand to 
me, fir, for not kiſſing your hands, fir, fince your com- 
ing out of France, fir ; and ſo my diſaſter, fir, has been 
my good fortune, fir; and this is my wife, and ſiſter, 


Horn, What then, fir ? 

Sir #aſp. My lady, and ſiſter, fir 
maſter Horner, 

Lady Fidg. Maſter Horner, husband ! 


Sir Faſp. My lady, my lady Fidget, fir. 
1 ay 4 y, my lady Fidget 


Sir Faſþp. Won't be ainted with her, fir ? 
(So the report is a og find by his celdneſs or aver- 
hon for the ſex ; but I'll play the wag with him.) 


[4 
Pray ſalute my wife, my lady, fir. * 
Horn. I will kiſs no man's wife, fir, for him, fir; I 
_= taken my eternal leave, fir, of the ſex already, 


Sir Faſp. Ha, ha, ha; I'll e him yet. [Aſide. 
Not know my wife, fir ! plagy F 

Horn. I do know your wife, fir, ſhe's a woman, fir, 
and conſequently a monſter, fir, . a greater monſter 
than a husband, fir? 

Sir Faſþ. A husband! how, fir ? 

Horn, So, fir; but I make no more cuckolds, fir. 


Wife, this is 


(Makes horns. 
Sir Faſp Ha, ha, ha, Afercury, Mercury. 
Lady Fidg. Pray, ſtr Faſper, ſer us be gone from this 
rude tellow. 


Mrs. Daint, Who by his breeding, wou'd think he 
had ever been in France ? 

Lady Fidg, Foh, he's but too much a French fellow, 
ſuch as hate women of quality and virtue, for their 
loye to their husbands, Sir Faſper ; a woman is hated 
by em as much r her husband, as for loying 
their money. But pray let's be gone. 

Horn. You do well, madam; for I have nothing 
that you came for: "—_ brought over not fo much 

3 25 
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* 4 baudy picture, new poſtures, nor the ſecond 

Quack, Hold, for ſhame, fir ! what d'ye 
ruin your ſelf for ever with the ſe 
* Faſp. Ha, ha, ha, he hates wom 

Dain. What pity 'tis he ſhou'd. 

Lady Fidg. Ay, he's a baſe rude fellow for't : but! 
affeCtation makes not a woman more odious to them 
than virtue, | 

Horn, Becauſe your virtue is your greateſt affectation, 
madam, 

Lady Fidg. How | you ſaucy fellow, wou'd you 
wrong as honour ? 

Horn, If I cou'd. 

Lady Fidg. How d'ye mean, fir? 

Sir Faſp. Ha, ha, ha, no, he can't wrong your lady- 
ſhip's honour, upon my honour : he poor man ——— 
hark you, in your ear, — a mere eunuch. 

Lady Fidg. O filthy French beaft, foh, foh ; why 
— ſtay ? let's be gone: I can't endure the fight of 

Sir Faſp. Stay but till the chairs come; they'll be 
here preſently. 

Lady Fdg No, no. 

Sir Faſp. Nor can I ſtay longer: 'ris——let me ſee, 
a quarter and half quarter of a minute paſt eleven The 
council will be ſet; I muſt away; buſineſs muſt be 
preferr'd always before love and ceremony, with the 
Horn, the impotent Sir . 

Sir A Ay, ay, the impotent maſter Borner, hah, 


» - 

Lad. Fidg. What, leave us with a filthy man alone 
in his lodgings ? | 

Sir Faſp, He's an innocent man now, you know: pray 
ay, III haſten the chairs to your Mrs. Horner, your 

rvant, I ſhou'd be glad to ſee you at my houſe. Pray 
come and dine with me, and play at cards with my 
wife after dinner: you are fit for women at that game 
yet, ha, ha ('tis as much a husband's prudence to 
provide innocent diverſion for a wife, as to 2 
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unlawful pleaſures ; and he had better oy her, 
than let her employ her ſelf ) 2 
Horn. Your ſervant, fir Faſþer, | 


Lad. Fidg. I will not ftay with him, foh—— 
Horn. Nay, medem, 2 you ſtay, if ir be but 
1 as civil to ladies yet, as they would de- 


3 foh, you cannot be civil to la- 


mods. Bape <del as fee + * waa 

.N fo, foh, foh, fo 

PSY (Exeunt Lady Fidget and Dainty. 
rather, have 


Nack. Now, I think, I, or you your 
Sens your dallas wth (Ke women. 

Horn, Thou art an afs : don't you ſee already, upon 
the report and my carriage, this grave man of buſineſs 
leaves his wife in my lodgings, invites me to his houſe 
noghr — before wou d not be acquainted with me 
out of jealouſy. 

Poly = this means you may be the more ac- 
wives.. 

Horn, Let me alone; if I can butabuſe the husbands, 
mM Son os mou : * Fl — you 
u vantages I am like to have ratagem: 
ka, I ſhall be rid of all my old ac ors Aragon, the 
moſt inſatiable forts of duns, that invade our lodgings 
in a morning; and next to the pleaſure of making a 
new miſtreſs, is that of being rid of an old one, and of 
all old debts : love when it comes to be fo, is paid the 
moſt unwillingly. 


; will you get any new ones ? 
Harn, Doctor, thou wilt never make a good ch v 
thou art ſo incredulous and impatient. Ask bur all 
the young fellows of the town, if they do not loſe more 
time, like huntſmen, in ſtarting the game, than in run- 
ni ochre agg ale 5 habe $i ans 
will, or will not. Women of quality are fo civil, you 
can hardly diſti 5 i * 
man is often mi : but now I can be flre, ſhe 

44 that 
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that ſhews an averſion to me, loves the ſport, as thoſe 
women that are gone, whom I warrant to be right. 
And then the next thing is, your women of honour, 
as you call em, are only chary of their reputations, 
not their perſons ; and tis ſcandal they wou d avoid, 
not men. Now may I have, by the reputation of an 
emuch, the privileges of one, and be ſeen in a lady's 
chamber in a morning as early as her husband; kiſs 


virgins before their parents, or lovers; and may be, in 


ſhort, the Part- par- tout of the town. Now, doctor. 
Quack. z and your 
proceſs is ſo new, that we do not know but it may 
lucceed, 
„doctor. 


Hern. Not ſo new neither, 2 
L 1 wiſh you luck, many patients, 
whilft I go to mine. 2 

June Harcourt and Dorilant to * 3 
Harc. Come, your appearance at the ve X 
has, I n you for the future Ln the = 
mens contempt,and the mens raillery : and now you'll 
abroad as you were wont, 

Horn, Did I not bear it bravely ? 

Dor. With 2 moſt theatrical impudence, nay, more 
than the orange-wenches ſhew there, or a drunken vi- 
zard-maſque, or a great-belly'd actreſs; nay, or the 
moſt impudent of creatures, an ill poet, or what is 
yet more impudent, a ſecond-hand critick. 

Horn, But what ſay the ladies ? have they no pity ? 

Harc. What ladies? the vizard-maſques you 4 
never pity a man when all's gone, tho” in their ſervice. 

Dor. And for the women in the boxes, you'd never 
pity them, when twas in your power. 

Have. They ſay, tis pity but all that deal with com- 
mon women ſhou'd be ſerv'd ſo. 

Dor. Nay, I dare ſwear, they won't admit you to 
play at cards with them, go to plays with them, or 
do the little duties which other ſhadows of men are 
wont to do for 'em, 

Horn. Who do you call ſhadows of men ? 
Dor. Half-men. 
Horn, What boys ? 


Dor. Ay, your old boys, old Beaux Garcons, who like 


ſuper- 


ww wenn nin 
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ted ftallions are ſuffer'd to run, feed, and 
whinny with the mares as long as they live, though. 
they can do nothing elſe. | 
Horn. Well, a pox on love and wenching. Womerr 
ſerve but to keep a man from better company: tho” I 
can't enjoy them, I ſhall you the more. Good fellow- 
— tear. nan and manly 
ures. 
i Have, For all that, give me ſome of thoſe pleaſures 
. they help to reliſh one ano- 
er. | 
Horn, They diſturb one another. 
Harc. No, miſtreſſes are like books: if you pore up- 
on them too much, they doze you, and make you un- 


fit for com ; but if us'd diſcreet] ou are the 
fitter for — * by em. * 


Dor. A miſtreſs ſhou'd be like a little country re- 

treat near the town; not to dwell in conſtantly, but 
only for a night, and away, to taſte the town the bet- 
ter when a man returns. 
Horn. I tell you, tis as hard to be 2 good fellow, a 
friend, and a lover of women, as 'tis to be a good 
low, a good friend, and a lover of money. You can- 
not follow both, then chuſe your fide : wine gives 
you liberty, love takes it away. 

Dor. Gad, he's in the right = 

Horn, Wine gives you joy ; love grief and tortures, 
beſides — : * us witty; love only 
ſots: wine makes us ſleep; love breaks it. 

Dor. By the world, * reaſon, Harcuurt. 

Horn. Wine makes 

Dor. Ay, wine makes us makes us princes; love 


makes us ars, rogues, — and wine 

Horn. — poor convert : no, no, love and 
oil, wine and vinegar. | 

Harc. I grant it: love will ſtill be u oft. 

Horn. Come, for my part, I will have only thoſe 
| wm manly pleaſures of being very drunk, and very 

ovenly. Enter . 

Boy. Mr. Sparkiſh is below, fir. 

Harc. What, my dear friend! a rogue that is fond of 
me only, I think, for abuſing him, | 


10 The Country Wife. 

Der. No, he can no more think the men laugh at 
is ſo good. 

Horn. Well, there's another pleaſure by drinking, I 

ht not of; I ſhall loſe his Acquaintance, becauſe 
he cannot drink. And you know 'tis a very hard thing 
to be rid of him; for he's one of thoſe nauſeous offe- 
rers at wit, who, like the worſt fidlers, run themſelves 
into all companies, 
Hare. One that by being in the company of men of 
ſenſe, wou'd for one. 

Horn. may ſo to the ſhort-lighted world; as « 
falſe jewel amongſt true ones, is not diſcerned at a diſ- 
tance: his company is as troubleſome to us as a cuck- 
old's, when you have a mind to his wife's. 

Havc. No, the rogue will not let us enjoy one ano- 
ther, but raviſhes our converſation, tho' he ſigniſies no 
more to't, than fir Martin Marall's gaping, and aukward 
thrumming upon the lute, does to his man's voice and 
muſick. 

Dor. And to paſs for a wit in town, ſhews himſelf a 
fool every night to us, that are guilty of the 

Horn. Such wits as he, are, to a company of reaſon- 
able men, like rooks to the gameſters, who only fill a 
room at the table, but are fo far from contributing to 
the play, that they only ſerve to ſpoil the fancy of 
tho thet do. 

Dor. Nay, they are us'd like rooks too, ſnubb d 
check'd, and abus'd; yet the rogues will hang on. | 
Horn, A pox on 'em, and all that force nature, and 
wou'd be ſtill what ſhe forbids em: affeRation is her 

greateſt monſter, 

Hare. Moſt men are the contraries to that they 
, . _—— * ſee is 228 with a 

word ; the little humbly fawning phyſician, with 
— cane, is he that deſtroys = 

Dor. The uſurer, a poor rogue, poſſeſs'd of moldly 
bonds and mortgages; and we they call ſpendthrifts, 
are only wealthy, who lay out his money upon daily 
new purchaſes of pleaſure. 

Horn. Ay, your erranteſt cheat is your truſtee or ex- 
ecutor ; your jealous man, the greateſt cyckold; your 

churchman 


mm 0 10 Pw F3 


The Country Wife. 11 
churchman, the greateſt atheiſt ; and your noif) 
ng fo a6, eget fe, lb, meſa 

as you ee: for comes, 
” YT Enter $ kiſh t them. 
you How is't, { ? howis't, well faith, Har- 
muſt rally thee a little, ha, ha, ha, upon the re- 
thee ; ha; ha, ha: I cant hold y'faith; 


5. 


in town ot 


me, 
ſing and rallyi 


with ſome ladies yeſterday, and they 
* ſigns in town. 
Horn, V ladies, ieve. 
Sad 1, I know where the beſt new 
Where? ſays one of the ladies. In Covent-Garden, 
reply d. Said another, in what ſtreet ? in Ruſſel. ſtrect, 
anſwered I. Lord, ſays another, I'm ſure there was ne- 
ver a fine new ſign there yeſterday. Yes, but there 
id I again; and it came out of France, and has 
ortnig ht. 
. A pox, I can hear no more, prithee. 

. let him tune his crowd a 
while. 

Marc. The worſt muſick, the preparation, 

Sark. Nay, faith, I'll make you It cannot 
be, fays a third lady. Yes, yes, quoth I again, Says 
2 fourth lady | 
Horn. Look to't, we'll have no more ladies. 
Spark. No then mark, mark, now: faid I to the 
fourth, did you never ſee Mr. Herner? he lodges in 


I IC IDE you know ; hah, 
(wn But the devil take me, if thine dethe bgn of 

4 
ä 


ha d to talk of the fine new 
ppen "2 


fign is? 
I 
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Spark. With that they all fell a laughing, till 
bepiſs'd themſelves. What, but it does — move + 
methinks ? well, I ſee one had as go to law with- 
out a witneſs, as break a jeſt without laughter, on 
one's fide—come, come, ſparks, but where do we dine 
I have left at Whitehall an earl, to dine with you. 

Dor. Why, I ht thou hadſt lov d a man with a 

title better than a ſuit with a Fench trimming to't. 
Havrc. Goto him again. 

Spark, No, fir, a wit to me is the greateſt title in 
the world. 

Hern. But go dine with your earl, fir; he be 
exceptious : we are your friends, and will not it 
ill to be left, I do affure you. 

Havc. Nay, faith, he ſhall go to him. 

Spark. Nay, pray, gentlemen. | 

Dor. We'll thru you out, if you wont; what dif- 


appoint any body for us ? 


returns. 
: what d'yethink 


Horn. Ev*n where you will. 

Spark. At Chateline's ? 

Dor. Yes, if you will. 

Spark. Or at the Cock, 

Dor. Yes, if you pu. | 

Spark, Or at the Dog and Patridge ? 

Horn. Ay, if you have a mind tot; for we ſhall 
dine at neither. 

Spark. Pſhaw, with your fooling we ſhall loſe the 
new play; and I wou'd no more miſs ſeeing a new play 
the 2 day, than I wou'd miſs fitting in the wits row. 
Therefore I'll go fetch my miſtreſs, and away. 

(Exit Sparkiſh. 
Manent 


WY WY» WW” - ws 
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Manent Horner, Harcourt, Dorilant. Enter to them 
. Pinchwife. ä 
Horn. Who have we here? Pinchwiſe? 
Pinch, Gentlemen, 32 our humble ſervant. 
Le Jack, hy long abſence from the 
town, the grinneſs of thy y countenance, and the flo- 
thy habit, I ſhou'd give thee joy, ſhou'd 


| nr aner 
does he know I'm married too? I 
N to have conceal'd it from him at leaſt. (Aſide. 
My long ſtay in the country will excuſe my dreſs; and 
I have a ſuit of law that brings me up to town, that 
puts me out of humour: be e I muſt give 9p} 
to-morrow five thouſand pounds to lie with his ſiſter. 

Horn, Nay, you country gentlemen, rather than not 
purchaſe, will buy any ing; and he is acrack'd ti- 
tle, if we may quibble. Well, but am I to give thee 
joy ? 1 heard thou wert marry'd 

Pinch, What then ? 

Horn. Why, yo ne ing tes is to be heard, is, 


thou'rt a 
(Aſias. 


Pinch, Inſi e Name! 
Horn, But I did not expe& marriage from 4 2 
whore-maſter as you 3 one that knew the town ſo 
much, and women ſo well. 
Pinch. Why, I have marry'd no London Wife. 
Horn, Pſhaw, that's all one: that grave circumſpec- 
tion in marrying a country try wife, is like refuſing a de- 
ceitful pamper” aeg, jade, to go and be cheated 
by a friend in the country 
Pinch, A pox on him and his ſimile. 2 
At leaſt we are little ſurer of the breed there, 
what 2 keeping has been, whether foil'd or unſound. 
come, I have known a 


Wales: and there are are couſins, juſtices dr _ 


lains in the country. r But ſhe's 
handſome, and young ? 

Pinch. I'll anſwer as I ſhou'd do. (Ab. 
No, no; I K pr yu youth, no attracti- 
en but her modefty, homely, and huf: 
wifely , that's all. 
* He talks as like a graſier as he looks. 
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Pinch, She's too aukard, ill-favour'd, and filly te 
"Iz Then methinks ſhou'd bring her 

Harc. Then i 'd bri to be 
taught breeding. oy 

Pinch. To be tanght! no, fir, I thank you, good 
wives and private ſoldiers ſhuu'd be i — u 
keep her from your inſtructions, I warrant you. 

Harc. The rogue is as jealons, as if tis wile wen nee 


. (4 .. 

__ if ſhe be 2 there ho 814 

danger here for you, than eaving her in the coun» 

try; we have 8 
dom hungry. | 


Dor. But they have always coarſe, conſtant, ſwing- 
1 

Harc. Foul feeders indeed. 

Dor. And your hoſpitality is great there. 

Hare. Open houſe ; every man's welcome. 

Pinch. So, ſo, 

Horn. But prit hee, why ſhouldſt thou marry her? if 
the be ugly, ill bred, and filly, ſhe muſt be rich then? 

Pinch, As rich as if ſhe brought me thouſand 
| was ray of this town ; for ſhe'll be as __ 

er moderate ion, as a London wou 
4 hers, Er it be what it wou'd : tis all 
one. Then, becauſe the's ugly, ſhe's the likelier to be 
my own ; and being ill bred, ſhe'll hate converſation ; 
and fince filly and innocent, will not know the diffe- 
— betwixt a man of one and twenty, and one cf 
orty. 

Hern. Nine, to my knowledge: but if ſhe be filly, 
Rheem anion a man of forty nine, as from 
him of one and tw ** 

than : think no young woman 
—_ woman agreeable 
wit it, 

Pinch, Tis my maxim, he's a fool that marries ; but 
he's greater that does not marry a fool: what is wit 
ins wife good for, but to make a man a cuckold ? 
Horn, Yes, to-keep it from patty, : 
Pinch. A fool cannot contrive to make her husband 
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Horn. No ; but ſhe'll club with a man that can : and 
what is worſe, if ſhe cannot make her husband a cuc- 
kold, ſhe'll make him jealous, and paſs for one; and 
then tis all one. 
Pinch, Well, well, I'll take care for one: my wife 
ſhall make me no cuckold, tho* ſhe had your help, 
Mr. Horner. I underſtand the town, fir. 


Dor. His help! (Aſide. 
Harr. He's come newly to town, it ſeems, and has 
not heard how things are with him, (Aſice. 


Horn, But tell me, has marriage cured thee of whor- 
ing, which it ſeldom does ? 

Have. *Tis more than Age can do, 

Horn, No; the word is, I'll marry and live honeſt : 
but a marriage yow is like a penitent gameſter's oath, 
and entring into bonds and penalties to ſtint himſelf to 
ſuch a particular ſmall ſum at play for the future, 
which makes him but the more eager ; and not being 
able to hold out, loſes his money again, and his for- 
feit to boot. 


Dor. Ay, 2 = games will be a gameſter whilſt 
his mo laſts, 2 whoremaſter while his vigour. 

Harc. Nay, I have known em, when they are broke, 
and can loſe no more, keep a fumbling with the box 
in their hands to fool with only, ard hinder other 
gameſters. | 
Dor. That had wherewithal to make luſty ſtakes. 
Pinch. Well, gentlemen, you may laugh at me ; but 
you ſhall never lie with my wife: I know the town. 

Horn, But prithee, was not the way you were in bet- 
ter ? is not ing better than marriage ? 

Pinch. A pox on't, the jades wou'd jilt me, I cou'd 
never keep a whore to my ſelf. 

Horn. So, then you only married to keep 2 whore to 
your ſelf. Well, but let me tell you, women, as you 
ſay, are like ſoldiers, made conſtant and loyal by good 

7. rather than by oaths and covenants: therefore 
d adviſe my friends to keep rather than marry, fince 
too I find, by your example, it does not ſerve one's 
turn; for I ſaw you yeſterday in the eighteen-penny 


place with a pretty county wench. 
Pinch, 
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Pinch. How the devil, did he ſee my wife then? 1 
ſat there that ſhe might not be ſeen: but the ſhall ne- 
ver go to a play again. (Aſide, 


Horn, What, doſt thou bluſh at nine and forty for 
having been ſeen with a wench ? 

Dor. No, faith, I warrant twas his wife, which he 
ſeated there out of ſight ; for he's a cunning rogue, and 
underſtands the town, 

Harc. He bluſhes: then twas his wife; for men are 
now more aſhamed to be ſeen with them in publick, 
than with a wench. 

Pinch. Hell and damnation ! I'm undone, ſince Horner 
has ſeen her, and they know 'twas ſhe. [Aſfiae. 


Horn, But prithee, was it thy wife ? ſhe was exceed- 
ing pretty: I was in love with her at that diſtance. 

Pinch. You are like neyer to be nearer to her, Your 
ſervant, gentlemen, (Offers to go. 

Horn. Nay, prithee ſtay. 

Pinch. I cannot; I will not. 


Horn. Nay, you ſhall not go. 
Pick. N have bunt at home; f 
(Exit Pinchwife, 
Hure. To beat his wife, He's as jealous of her, as a 
che apſide husband of a Covent-Garden wife. 
Horn, Why, tis as hard to find an old whoremaſter 
without jealouſy and the gout, as a young one without 
fear of the pox. 


As gout in age, from pox in proceeds ; 
So wenching paſt, the jealouſy ſucceeds : 
The wworſt diſeaſe that love and wenching breeds. 


ACT. 


wa. > 


— 
rr 


The Country Wife. 17 
ACT. IL SCENE. 1 


— 
- N 3 
——— 2 — 
— 
— — - * 


— — = _ 
< — «. — 2 
- — 1 = _— 
—_— 
= ud -- -v : 9 
= = 
9 -—-- 
- 
= © a= = 
— 
— — — - 
* 
- 


. - 

— —— — — 

— — — 
- * 2. 2 


4 
14 
17 
1 
= 


RAY, lifter, where are the beſt fields and woods, 
. * | 
Alith. A pretty on! why, » Mulberry-Gav- 
-E 
Exchange. 
Mrs. Pinch. Pray, 
looks ſo grum here in town, and keeps me up ſo cloſe, 


LE 
| 
3, 


f 


Alith. y 
Mrs. How ſhou'd he be afraid of my loving 
OS ENCE DNA ASSAY him- 


Alith, Did he not carry you yeſterday to a ? 

Mrs. Pinch. Ay; but we fart — rn 
he wou d not let me come near the gentry, who ſat 
under us, ſo that I cou'd not ſee em. He told me none 
but naughty women ſat there, whom they tous'd and 
mous'd : but I wou'd have ventur'd for all that. 

Alith. But how did you like the play? | 

Mrs, Pinch. Indeed I was weary of the play; but I 
lik's hugeoufly the Actors: they are the 

men, lifter, 

Alith. O, but you muſt not like the Actors, fiſter. 
Mrs. Pinch, Ay, how ſhou'd I help it, ſiſter: pray 
ſiſter, when my husband comes in, will you ask leave 
for me to go a walking ? 

Alith, A walking, ha; lord, a country gentle- 
woman's pleaſure is the drudgery of a foot - poſt; 2 
ſhe requires as much airing as s horſes, 

(Aſide. 
Enter 
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But here comes your husband: I'll ask, tho' Tm ſure 
he'll not grant it. 

Mrs. Pinch, He ſays he won't let me go abroad, for 
fear of catching the pox. 

Alith, Fie ; the ſmall pox, you ſhou'd ſay. 

— 72 * wy, 1 dear * — home: 
why doſt thou look fo froppiſh ? who er'd thee, 

Mr. Pinch. You're a > 2 

(Mrs, Pinchwife Hoes aſide and cries, 

Alith, Faith, ſo ſhe is, for crying for no fault, poor 
tender creature } 

Mr. Pinch, What, you wou'd have her as impudent 
as your ſelf, as errant a jilflirt, a gadder, a magpye ; 
— to ſay all, a mere notorious town-woman ? 

Alith. Brother, you are my only cenſurer; and the 


honour of your family will ſooner ſuffer in your wife * 


there, than in me, tho I take the innocent li of 
the town. 

Mr. Pinch, Hark you, miſtreſs, do not talk io before 
my wife : the innocent liberty of the town, 

Alith. Why, pray who boaſts of any intrigue with 
me? what lampoons has made my name notorious ? 
what ill women frequent my lodgings? I keep no 
company with any women of ſcandalous reputations, 

Mr. Pinch. No, you keep the men of ſcandalous re- 
putations company. 

Alith. Where? wou'd you not have me civil ? anc 
ſwer 'em in a box at the plays, in the drawing-room 
at Whitehall, in St. 's Park, Mulberry-Garden, or 

Mr. Pinch. Hold, hold ; do not teach my wife where 
the men are to be found: I believe ſhe's the worſe for 
your town-documents already. I bid you keep her in 


ignorance as I do, 
Mrs. Pinch, Indeed, be not angry with her, bud, the 
will tell me nothing of the town, tho" I ask her a 


thouſand times a day. 
14 Pinch. Then you are very inquiſitive to know, I 
? | 
Mrs. Pinch. Not I, indeed, dear; I hate London: our 
place-houſe in the country is worth a thouſand of it'r; 
wou'd I were there again, 
Mr. Pinch, 
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Mr. Pinch, So you ſhall, I warrant. But were you 
not talking of plays and players when I came in? you 
are 4 in ſuch diſcourſes, 

Mrs. Pinch, No, indeed, dear; ſhe chid me juſt now 
for liking the player-men. 

Mr, Pinch. Nay, if ſhe be ſo innocent as to own to 
me her liking them, there is no hurt in't=." =(Aſide. 
Come, my poor rogue, but thou lik'ſ none better than 
me ? | 

Mrs. Pinch. Yes, indeed, but I do: the player-men 
are finer folks. " 

Mr. Pinch. But you love none better than me ? 

Mrs. Pinch. You are my own dear bud, and I know 
you: I hate a : 

Mr. Pinch, Ay, my dear, you muſt love me only ; and 
not be like the naughty town-women, who only hate 
their husbands, and love every man elſe, love plays, 


* 


viſits, fine coaches, fine cloaths, fiddles, balls, treats, 


and ſo lead a wicked town-life. 
Mrs. Pinch. Nay, if to enjoy all theſe things be a 
town-life, London is not ſo bad a place, dear. 
Mr. Pinch. How! if you love me, you muſt hate 
Alith. The fool has forbid me diſcovering to her the 
Pleaſures of the town, and he is now ſetting her agog 
them himſelf. . | Co 
Mrs. Pinch. But, husband, do the town-women love 
the player-men too ? 
. Pinch, Yes, I warrant you. 
Mrs. Pinch. Ay, I warrant you. 
Mr. Pinch, Why, yon do not, I hope? 
Mrs. Pinch. No, no, bud : but why have we no 
player-men in the country ? 
LO. Ha——Mrs. Mins, ask me no more to go 
toa . 
Mes. Pinch. Nay, why, love ? I did not care for go- 
: but when you forbid me, you make me, as twere, 
re it. 
Alith, So *ewill be in other things, I warrant. 
(Aide. 
Mrs. Pinch. Pray, let me go 8 
Mr. Pinch, Hold your peace; I wo not. 
Mes. Pinch. Why, love? Mr. Pinch. 
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Mr. Pinch, Why, wn 

Alith. Nay, if he tells her, ſhe'll give him more cauſe 
to forbid her that place. (Afar. 

Mrs. Pinch. Pray, why, dear? 

Mr. Pinch. Firſt, you like the adors; and the gal- * 
lants may like you. 

Mrs. Pinch. What a homely country girl! no, bud, 
err Va 

Mr. Pinch. you, yes, they may. 

Mrs. Pinch. No, no, you jeſt I won't believe 


you : I will go. 

Mr. Pinch. I tell you then, that one of the leudeſt 
fellows in town, who ſaw you there, told me he was 
in love with 


Mrs. Pinch. Indeed ! who who, who was't ? 
Mr. Pinch, I've too far, and flipt before I was 
aware: how overjoy'd ſhe is! (Ad.. 
Mrs. Pinch, Was it an of 
our neighbours ? I i ow Tas iedediace him, 
Mr. Pinch. I iſe you, lye ; for he wou'd 
but ruin you, as he has done : he has no o- 
ther love for women, but that ſuch as he look upon 
women like baſilisks, but to deſtroy em. 

Mrs. Pinch. Ay, but if he loves me, why ſhou'd he 
ruin me? anſwer me to that : methinks he ſhou'd not. 
I wou'd do him no harm. 

Alith. Ha, ha, ha. | 

Mr, Pinch. Tis very well; but I'll keep him from 
doing you any harm, or me either. 

Enter Sparkiſh and Harcourt. 
But here comes company, get you in, get you in. | 

Mrs. Pinch, But pray, husband, is he a pretty gen- 
n = | 

Mr. Pinch. In baggage, i 

ber in and ſbuts the door. 


(Thruſts 
What, all the leud libertines of the town ht to 
my lodging, by chis eaſy coxcomb! S death I'll not 
ſuffer ir. : 
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Mr. Pinch, Ay, they ſhall know her, as well as you 


your ſelf will, I warrant you. 

Spark, This is one of thoſe, my pretty rouge, that. 
are to dance at your wedding to morrow : and him 
you muſt bid 2— ever, to what you and 1 have. 

Mr. Pinch. Monſtrous | —— (Aſide. 

Sark. Harcourt, how doſt thou like her, faith! nay, 
dear, do not look down; I ſhould hate to have a wife 
of mine out of countenance at any thing, 

Mr. Pinch, Wonderful! 


Spark, Tell me, I ſay, Harcourt, how doſt thou like 
her? thou haſt ſtar d upon her enough, to reſolve me. 

Hare, So infinitely well, that I cou'd wiſh I had a 
miſtreſs too, that might differ from her in nothing, but 
her love and engagement to you. 

Alith. Sir, maſter Sparkiſþ has often told me, that 
1 wits and raillers, and now 

it. 

Spark. No, by the univerſe, madam, he does not 
yo; ou may believe him: I do aſſure you, he 
is the honeſteſt, worthieſt, true hearted gentleman— 
a man of ſuch perfect honour, he wou'd ſay nothing 
to a lady, he does not mean. 

Mr. Pinch, Praiſing another man to his miſtreſs ! 
_ Sir, you are ſo beyond expectation obliging, 

t 

Spark. Nay, i'gad; I am ſure you do admire her ex- 
tremely, I ſce't in your eyes- He does admire 
you, madam. By the world, don't you ? 

Hire Yes, above the world, or, the moſt glorious 
1 of it, her whole ſex: and till now I never thought 

ſhou'd have envied you, or any man about to marry, 
but you have the beſt excuſe for marriage I ever knew. 

Alith, Nay, now, fir, I'm ſatisfied you are of the ſo- 
ciety of the wits and raillers, fince you cannot ſpare 

our friend, even when he is but too civil to you ; 

t the ſureſtſign is, you are an enemy to marriage, 
for that I hear you hate as much as bufine( or bad 
wine. 

Harc Truly, madam, I was never an enemy to mar- 
riage, till now, becauſe marriage was never an enemy 

to me before. 
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Alith. But why, fir, is an enemy to you 
— becauſe it robs you of your friend hers? for you 
a friend married, as one into a 
char iadeadrothe world. 5 — 
Harc. "Tis indeed, becauſe you marry him; I ſ 
madam, you can gurls my meaning : I do confeſs hear 
tily openly, ih it were in my power to break 

Kirn a 
Spark, Poor Frank! 
Alith. Wou'd you be ſo unkind to me ? 
Harc, No, no, tis not becauſe I wou'd be unkind ta 


you. | 
Spark. Poor Frank, no gad, tis only his kindneſs to 


me. 

Mr. Pinch. Great kindneſs to you indeed; inſenſible 
fop, let a man make love to his wife to his face ! 
Aft de. 
Spark. Come, dear Prank, for all wiki 
Mall be, thou ſhalt enjoy me ſometimes, dear rogue: 
by my honour, we men of wit condole for onr deceaſed 
brother in marriage, as much as for one dead in earneſt: 
I think that was prettily faid of me, ha, Harcourt ? 
but come, Frank, be not melancholy for me. 

Harc. No, I aſſure you, I am not melancholy for 


ou. 
, Prithee, Frank, doft think my wife that ſhall 
be there, a fine perton ? 

Havc. I cou'd gaze upon her, till I became as blind 
as you are. - 

How as I am? how? 

_ —— are 
blind, ſtock bli 0 

Spark. True, true; but by the world ſhe has wit too, 
as well as beauty: go, go with her into a corner, and 
try if ſhe has wit, talk to her any thing, ſhe's baſh- 
ful before me. 
arc. Indeed, if a woman wants wit in a corner, ſhe 
has it no where. | 

Alith. Sir, you diſpoſe of me a little before 
time (Aſide to Sparkiſh. 
" Spark. Nay, nay, madam, let me have an earneſt of 
your 
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your obedience, Or, go, go, Madam— 

4 (Harcourt courts Alithea Aſide, 
Mr. Pinch. How, fir, ou are not concern'd for 
the honour of a wiſe, I - that of a ſiſter ; he ſhall 
not debauch her: be a ef to your own wife, oo 
men to her, let em love before your 

em into a corner together, then ave rn em in 2 


is this your town wit 

Spark. Ha, ha, ha, « filly wiſe rogue wou'd make ons 
laugh more than a "ſtark fool, ha ha; I ſhall burſt. 
Nay * diſturb em; gat nr ths by the 
wor Struggles with Pinch: to 

| — wo 

Mith. The writings are drawn, fir, ſettlements made; 

"ris too late, fir, and paſt all revocation. 

Hare. Then ſo is my death. 

. Ajith, I wou'd not be unjuſt to him, 

Harc. Then why to me fo? 

Hlith. I have no obligation to you- 

Hrvc, My love. 

Alith, r 5 a 

Hare. You never it; he wants, jealou - 
ſy, the only infallible Gen of ir. 8 

Alitb. Love proceeds from eſteem; he cannot diſ- 

truſt my virtue; beſides, he loves me, or he wou'd not 
me. 
Hare, Marrying you, is no more of his 1 
than bribing your woman, that he = bag 
# ſign of his generoſity: marriage is rather a fign of 
intereſt, 2 and he that marries a fortune, co- 
vets « miſtrefs, not loves her: but if you take marri- 
age for a of love, take it from me immediately. 

Alith, No, now you have put a ſcru oo i.e toad; 
but in ſhort, ſir, as pure, 1 maſt mercy him, 
my N . in the — elſe. 

Harc, No; it you do im, With your 
madam, Kc on fas in the world. 22 
wou d be 4 in — for a cloak. 

Alith. Nay, now you are rude, fir Mr. Sparki6 
pray come hither, your friend is very troubleſome, — 
very loving. 

- Here, Hold, hold (Aſide to Alithea. 
Mr. Pinch. D'ye hear that ? 
B 2 Spark, 
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Spark. Why d'ye think I'll ſeem to be jealous, like 
a country bumpkin ? 

Mr. Pinch. No, rather be a cuckold, like a credu- 
lous cit. 

Harc. Madam, you wou'd not have been ſo little ge- 
nerous as to have told him. 

. Alith, Yes, fince you cou'd be ſo little generous, as 
to wrong him. 

Harc. Wrong him, no man can do't, he's beneath an 
injury; a bubble, a coward, a ſenſeleſs idiot, a wretch 
ſo contemptible to all the world but you, that 

Alitb. Hold, do not rail at him, for ſince he is like 
to be my husband, I am reſolv'd to like him: nay, 1 
think I am oblig d to tell him, you are not his friend 


maſter Hard, maſter Sparłiſp. | 
Sark. What, what; now dear rogue, has not ſhe 
wit? 
Harc. Not ſo much as I thought, and ſhe had. 
; ( Speaks ſurlily. 
A'ith, Mr, Sparkiſb, do you bring people to rail at 
ou ? 
- Harc. Madam 


Spark. How | no; but if he does rail at me, tis but 
in jeſt I warrant? what we wits do for one another, 

and never take any notice of it. 
Alitb. He ſpoke ſo ſcurriloufly of you, I had no 
pg to hear him; beſides he has been making 

ve to me. 

Harc. Trae, damn'd tell-tale woman. (Acad: 

Spark. Pſhaw, to ſhew his parts we wits rail and 
make love often, but to ſhew our parts; as we have 
no affect ions, ſo we have no malice, xe 

Alith. He ſaid you were a wretch, below an injury. 

. Phhaw. 

Harc. Damn d, ſenſcleſs, impudent, virtuous jade; 
well ſince ſhe. won't let me have her, ſhe Il do as good, 
ſhe'll make me hate her 

Ib. I common bubble. 

Spark. Pſhaw. 

Alith, A . 

Hark. Pſhaw, 

Alith. A Saale. driveling idiot. 
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Hark. How ! did he dif; my parts? nay, then 
my honour's concern d, I can t put up that, fir ; by 
the world, brother, help me to kill him ; (I may draw 
new, ſince we have the odds of him: —'tis a good oc- 
caſion too before my miſtreſs) (Aſide. 

Alith. Hold, hold. (Offers to dracu 

Spark. What, what? | 

Alith. | muſt not let 'em kill the gentleman neither 
for his kindneſs to me; I am fo far from hating him, 
that I wiſh my gallant had his perſon and underſtand- 
ing — — 

(Nay if my honour— (Aide. 
Spark. I'll be thy death. 
Alith. Hold, hold, indeed to tell the truth, the gen- 

tleman ſa id after all, that what he ſpoke, was but out 

of friendſhip to 2 p 

How! ſay Iam, I am a fool, that is no wit, 
out of friendſhip to me! 

Alith. Yes, to try whether I was concern'd enough 
for you; and made love to me only to be ſatisfy d of 
my virtue, for your ſake. 

Havre, Kind however (Aſide. 

8 Nay, if it were ſo, my dear rogue, I ask thee 
pardon ; but why wou'd not you tell me fo, faith ? 

Hare. Becauſe I did not think on't, faith. 

Spark. Come, Horner does not come, H:rcowurt let's be 
gone to the new play ——come, madam. 

Alith, I will not go, if E intend to leave me alone 
in the box and run into the Pit, as you uſe to do. 

Spart Pſhaw, T'll leave Harcourt with you in the 
bax to entertain you, and that's as good; if I fat in 
the box, I ſhould be thought no free but of trim- 
mings. Come away, Harcourt le her down. 

(Exernt Sparkiſh, Harcourt, and Alithea, 

Mr. Pinch. Well, go thy ways, for the flower of the 
true rown fops, ſuch a> ſpend their eftates before they 
come to em, and are cuckolds before they are marri- 
ed. But let me go look to my own freehold —how— 

Enter my Lady Fidget, àſiſcreſ Dainty Fidget, and 

Miſtreſs Squeamiſh. | 

Lady Fg. Your ſervant, fir, where is your lady? 
we are come to wait upon her to the new play. | 

B 3 Mr. P inch. 
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Mr. Pinch. New play ! 


Lady Fidg. And my husband will wait upon you pre: 


ſently. 
Mr. Piuch. Damn your civility (Aſde. 
Madam, by no means, I will not ſee fir Faſper here, 
till F have waited upon him at home; nor ſhall my 
wife ſee you, till the has waited upon your ladyſhip 
at your lodpi | 
y Fidg, New we are here, ſir 

Mr, Pinch. No, madam. 
Dainty. Pray let us ſee her. 
Seam. We will not ſtir, till we ſee her, 
Mr. Pinch, A pox on you all— (Aſide, 
| (Goes to the dooy, and returns, 
She has lock'd the door, and is gone abroad. 

Lady Fidg. No, you have lock d the door, and ſhe's 


within. 
Daint. They told us below, ſhe was here. 
Mr. Pinch, (Will nothing do?) — well it muſt our 
then, to tell you the truth, ladies, which I was afraid 
to let you know before, left it might endanger your 
lives, my wife has juſt now the ſmali pox come out up” 
on her, do not be frighten d; bur pray, be gone 
dies, you thall * here in 
y get you „ladies. 
A Fidg. No, no, we have all had em. 
Squeam, Alack, alack ! 
Daint, Come, come, we muſt ſee how it goes with 
her, I underftand the diſeaſe. | 
Lady Faq. Come. 
Ur. Pinch, Well, there is no being too hard for wo- 
men at their own weapons, lying; therefore I'll quit 
the field. 2 (Ex. Pinchwife 
E . Here's an example of jealouſy! 
Lady Fidg. Indeed, as the world goes, I wonder there 
are no more jealous, fince wives are ſo neglected. 
my LI as the world goes, to what end ſhou d 
jealous ? 
Fidg. Foh, 'tis a naſty world. 
That men of parts, great acquaintance, and 
Y 2. ſhou'd take up with, and | — themſelves 


danger of your lives; 


1 
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Lady Fidg. Nay, that women of underſtanding, great 
acquaintance, — good quality, ſhou'd fall a keeping 

too of — fob! Cad. 
Squeam, Why, tis the men ities ey 
never viſit 9 of honour, and reputation, as they 
us d todo; and have not ſo much as common civilit 
for ladies of our rank, but uſe us with the ſame indit- 
ferency, and ill breeding, as if we were all married to 

em. 
d 


y Fidg. She ſays true, tis an errant ſhame wo- 
men of my quality ſhou'd be ſo flighted ; methinks, 
birth, birth, ſhou'd go for ſomething ; I have known 
IG courted, and followed for their titles 
oniy, 
am, Ay, one wou'd think men of honour ſhou'd 
not love, no more than marry, ont of their own rank. 
Daint. Fie, fie upon 'em, they are come to think 
croſs breedi he os hel, os wall ©s flo thete 
IT They dogs and horſes for't. 
y .T are es 
See One wou'd think, ifao for love for vani- 
ty a litt - 
Daint. Nay, do ſatisſie their vanity u us 
A. boy NN 
the world they lie with us. 
Lay Fidg. Damn d raſcals, that we ſhou d be only 
wrong d by em; to report a man has had a perſon, 
when he has not had a perſon, is the greateſt wrong 
in the whole world, that can be done to a perſon. 
Well, tis an errant ſhame, noble perſons 
ſhou'd be fo d and neglected. 
Lady Fidg. But ſtill tis an errant ſhame for a noble 
perſon, to neglect her own honour, and defame her 
own noble perſon, with little inconſiderable fellows, 


fh —— 
e the crime againſt our honour, is the 


Dain. I i 
the ſame with a man of quality, as with another. 
Lady Fidg. How! no ſure, the man of quality is likeft 
one's husband, and therefore the fault ſhou'd be the leſs. 
Daint. But then the pleaſure ſhou'd be the leſs, 
Lady Fidg. Fie, fie, fie, for ſhame ſiſter, whither 
ſhalt we ramble ? be continent in your diſcourſe, or I 
ſhall hate you, 2 B 4 Dain?, 
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Daint. Beſides an intrigue is ſo much the more ne- 
torious for the man's quality. 

Squeam. Tis true, no body takes notice of a private 
man, and therefore with him tis more ſecret ; and the 
crime's the leſs, when tis not known. 

Lady Fidg. You ſay true; y faith, I think you are 
in the right on't: tis not an injury to a husband, till it 
he an _ to our honours; ſo that a woman of ho- 
_ loſes no honour with a private perſon ; and to ſay 
truth 

Daint. So the little fellow is grown a private perſon 
——with her wy (ae to Sm 

Lady Hag. But ſtill my dear, dear honour —— 

Enter Sir Jaſper, Horner, Dorilant. 
Sir Faſp. Ay, my dear, dear of honour, thou haſt ſtill 
ſo much honour in thy mouth 

Eorn That ſhe has none elſewhere —— (Aſide. 
Lady Fig. Oh, what d' ye mean to bring in theſe up- 
on us? 

Daint. Foh, theſe are as bad as wits. 

Squeam, Foh |! 

Eady Fidg. Let us leave the room. 

- Faſp. Stay, ſtay, faith to tell you the naked 
—— — 

A Fs. Fie, fir Faſp:r, do not uſe that word na- 


Sir aſp. Well, well, in ſhort I have buſineſs at bite 
ball, and cannot go to the play with you, therefore 
wou'd have you go 

Lady Fidg. With thoſe two to a play ? 

Sir Faſp. No, not with r'other, but with Mr. Horn- 
ner, there can be no more ſcandal to go with him, 
than with Mr. Tattle, or maſter Limberbam. : 

Lady Fidg. With that naſty fellow! no —— no. 

Sir Faſp. Nay, prithee dear, hear me. 


( Whiſpers to Lady Fidg. 
Morn. Ladies. (Horner, Dorilant drawing near. 
Squeamiſh and Daint. 
Daint Stand off 
Squeam, Do not approach us. 


Daint, We heard, with the wits you are obſcenity 
all over, 


Sque am 
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. And I wou'd as ſoon look upon a 
of Adam and Ive, without fig-leaves, as any of you, 
if ,"- hp help it, therefore keep off and do not make 
us 
Dor. What a devil are thefe ? 
Horn. Why, theſe are pretenders to honour, as cri- 
ticks to wit, only by cenſuring others; and as every 
raw peeviſh, out-of-humour'd, affected, dull, tea-drink- 
ing, arithmetical fop ſets up for a wit, by railing at. 
men of ſenſe, ſo theſe for » by railing at the 
court, and ladies of as great honour as quality. 

Sir — 7 Mr. Horner, I muſt deſire you to go 
with theſe ladies to the play, fir. 

88 ! fir, 4 

ir Faſp. Ay, ay, come, fir. 

Horn. I muſt beg your pardon, fir, and theirs, I will 
not be ſeen in woman's company in publick again foe 
the world. 

Sir Faſp. Ha, ha, ſtrange averſion ! 

Squeam, No, he's for woman's NN private. 

Sir Faſp. He —poor man —he—ha, ha, ha. 

Daint. Tis a greater ſhame amongſt leud fellows to 
be feen in virtuous womens company, than for the 
women to be ſeen with them. 

Horn, Indeed, madam, the time was I only hated 
virtuous women, but now I hate the other tco; I beg 

58 1 
Fidg, You are very obliging, tir, auſe we 
wou d * be troubled with ou. 

Sir Faſp. In ſober ſadnefs he ſhall go. 

Dor. Nay, if he wo'not, I am ready to wait upon 
the ladies; and I think I am the fitter man. 

Sir Faſp. You, fir, no, I thank you for that—maſter 
Horner is a privileg'd man amongf the virtuous ladies, 
*twill be wag ile before you are ſo; he, he, he, 
he's my wite's gallant, he, he, he; no, pray with- 
draw, fir, for as L take it, the virtuous ladies have no 
buſinefs with you. 

Dor. And I am ſure he can have none with them; 
"ris a man can't come amongſt virtuous women 
now, but upon the ſame terms as men are admitted in- 
to the great Turk's ſeraglio : but heavens keep me from 
| B 5 being 


30 The Country Wife. 


being an ombre player with em. But where is P::þ- 
wife. —— (Exit Dorilant, 
Sir Come, come, man, what avoid the ſweer 
ſociety of women-kind ? that ſweet, ſoft, gentle, tame, 
noble creature woman, made for man's companion 
Horn. So is that ſoft, gentle, tame, and more noble 
creature 2 2 that has all their tricks; can fawn, 
lie down, beating, and fawn the more; barks at 
you friends when they come to ſee you, makes your 
hard, gives you fleas, and the mange ſometimes : 
and all the difference is, the ſpaniel's the more faith- 
ful animal, and fawns but upon one maſter, 
Sir b. He, he, he. 
O, the rude beaſt ! 
Daint. Inſolent of linking, S 
Lady Fag. Brute! ſtinking, mortify d, rotten French 
. N lad for 
Sir . Hold, an't pleaſe your ladyſhip: 
89 Horner, your mother was a wonran 
— 2 wear . 
: my advice in : you 
— often want one to — vous rolling 
your ombre players, and you may cheat him eaſily 
he's an ill gameſter, and conſequently loves play, 
Beſides, you know you have but two old civil 
men (with ſtinking breaths too) to wait upon you a- 
broad; rake in the third into your ſervice : the others 
are but crazy ; and a lady ſhou'd have a ſupernumera- 
ry gentleman-uſher as a ſupernumerary coach-horſe, 
leſt ſometimes you ſhou'd be forc'd to ſtay at home. 
Lady Fidg, But are you ſure he loves play, and has 
money ? 
Sir paß. He loves play as much as you, and has mo- 
ney, as much as I. 
Lady Fidg. Then I am contented to make him 
for his ſcurrility : money makes up in a meaſure all o- 
ther wants in men Thoſe whom we cannot make hold 


for gallants, we make fine. [Aſide. 
Sir Faſp. So, ſo; now to mollify, towheedle 12 
4 


Maſter Horner, will you never civil company ? 
methiaks tis time now, ſince you IMO fir for than 


as ee eo at Aa 
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Come, come, man, you muſt e en fall to viſiting our 

„ wives, eating at our tables, drinking tea with our vir- 
tuous relations after dinner, dealing cards to em, reads 
ing plays and gazzettes to em, picking fleas out of their 
ſmocks for em, collecti ipts, new ſongs, wo- 
men, pages, and footmen for 'em. | 
— I hope they'll afford me better employment, 


| Sir dap. He, he he; *tis fit know work 
ER IO your place: 2 ſince — un- 
a provided of a lady to flatter, and a good houſe to eat 


at, TRIS 0202 wife miſtreſs, and 
ſhe ſhall you gallant, — to the euldem, 
Horn. Who I? 
Sir F#a/p. Faith, thou ſhalt for my ſake ; come, fog 
my fake only. 
Horn, For 
Sir Fa. ue, here's a ging. 
let him be &« little familiar ſometimes, nay, what if a 


; little rude? gameſters may be rude with ladies, you 
| Lady "dg. Yes, loſing gameſters have a privilege 


* = Tos hought the contrary, that the 
Horn. ways t t con a win 
ning mee dos moſt privilege with women ; for 
when you have loſt your money to a man, you'll loſe 
any thing you have, all you have, they ſay, and he 
may uſe you as he pleaſes, 

Sir sb. He, he, he; well, win or loſe, you ſhall 
have your liberty with her. 

Lady Fag. As he behaves himſelf, and for yous 
fake I'll give him admittance and freedom. 

Horn. ſorts of freedom, madam ? 

Sir Faſp. Ay, ay, ay, all ſorts of freedom thou canſt 
take: and ſo go to her, begin thy new employment ; 
wheedle her, jeſt with her, and be better acquainted 
one with another. f 

Horn. I think I know her already; and therefore max 
venture with her my ſecret for hers (Aſide, 

(Horner and Lach Fidget whiſpers. 

Sir Faſp. Siſter cuz, I have provided an innocent play- 

fellow for you there. ED 


Daint, Who he! Seen! 


ome, come, here's a gameſter for you; 
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Squeam. There's a play-fellow, indeed! 

Sir Faſp, Yes ſure: what, he is good enough to play 
at cards, blindman's-buff, or the fool with ſometimes. 
Squeam. Foh, we'll have no ſuch play-fellows. 

Daint. No, fir ; you ſhan't chuſe play-fellows for us, 
we thank you. 
Sir Faſp. Nay, pray hear me. (Wh 


Lad tleman, | — — ä 

Fidg. But n cou'd you beſo 
4 truly ay! Hug | rn as for hs fake of us 
women of honour to cauſe your ſelf to be reported no 
man? no man! and to ſuffer your ſelf the greateſt 
ſhame that cou'd fall upon a man, that none might fall 
upon us women by your converſation ? but indeed, fir, 
as perfectly, , — — man as _ your 

ing into France, fir ; as , perfect] ? 

® Horn, As perfelily, perfe Qly, madam: may, I eorn 
you ſhou'd take my word; I deſire to be try d only, 


madam. 

Lady Fag- Well, that's ſpoken again likea man of 
honour - men 22 eſires to — wp the pe? 
But ind erally you men report ſuch things 
your ſelyes, = q know how or whom to be- 
lieve; and it is come to that paſs, we dare not take 
your words no more than your taylors, without ſome 
ſtaid ſervant, of yours be bound with you. Bur 1 
have ſo ſtrong a faith in your honour, dear, dear noble 
2 that I'd forfeit mine for yours at any time, dear 

. l 
Horn. No, madam, you ſhou'd not need to forfeit it 
for me; I have given you ſecurity already to ſave you 
Harmleſs, my late reputation being fo well known in 
the world, madam, 

Lady Fidg. But if upon any future falling our, or 
upon the ſuſpicion of my taking the truſt out of your 
hands, to employ ſome other, you your ſelf ſhou'd be- 
tray your truſt, dear fir? I mean, if you'll give me 
leave to ſpeak obſcenely, you might tell, dear fic, 

Horn, If I did, no body wou'd believe me: the re- 
putation of impotency is as hardly recover d again in 
the world, as — 0 — dear 11 

Lady Fidg. Nay then, as one may ſay, you ma 
do your worſt, dear fir, d 
„ | Sir aſd. 


= c..ct 
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Sir Faſp. Come, is your ladyſhip reconcil'd to him 
yet? have you on matters ? for I muſt be gone 
2 hy indeed, fir xaſper, maſt 

Fdg. Why i „ ir er Horner is 
a — . * times a better man than I 
thought him. Couſin Squeamip, ſiſter Daimy, I can 
— oy hc 2 long N you 1 
t t hi name enity; wou d as 
Sir Very li 

Dain. belcr it. i 

Squeam doubt on 

Sir asp. Well, well — that 


ip is vin 


your 
ous as any ſhe—T know, and him all the town knows 


— he, he, he: therefore, now you like him, get you 

gone to buſineſs together, go, go to your buſineſs, 
ſay, pleaſure, whilſt ] go to my pleaſure, buſineſs. 

Lady Fidg. Come then, dear t. 

Horn, Come away, my d miſtreſs. ' 

Sir Faſp. So, ſo, why, tis as I'd have it. 


Exit Si 
Horn, And as I'd have it. , _ 
Fidg. Who for bis I, from his will run 
NL 


[Exeunt omnes. 


ACT m. SCENE. I. 
Alithea, 
Iſter, what ails you? you are yon melancholy. 


Mrs Pinch. Wou'd it not m 
every day fluttering about abroad, 


_— — 


ly, to ſee you 
whilſt I muſt 
bird in a cage? 


Alith Ay, ſiſter; but you came young, end juſt from 
; t you lik d it, 

and cou d be as chearful in't as others that took their 
fight 


the neſt to your cage; ſo that I thoug 


any one melancho- 
y at home like a poor lonely ſullen 
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flight themſelves early, and hopping abroad in the «- 


n air, 
enough, till 


Mrs, Pinch. Nay, I confeſs I was quiet 
my husband told me what pure lives the London ladies 
live abroad, with their dancing, meetings, and junque- 
tings, and dreſs d every day in their Leſt gowns ; and I 
warrant you, play at nine-pins every day of the weck, 


ſo they do. 
Enter My. Pincluwife, 
Mr. Pinch, Come, what's here to do; you «re put* 


ting the town pleaſures in her head, and ſetting her a 


ng. | 
Alith, Yes, after n*+>-pins: you ſuffer none to give 
her thoſe longi:gs men, but your ſelf, 


you 
Mr. Pinch. I tell her of the vanitics of the town like 
à con 
Aſth. A confeſſor ! joſt ſuch a confeſſes, as he that 
forbidding a filly hoftler to ,,reafe the horſes teeth, 
taught him to do'r. | 

Mr. Pinch. Come, miſtreſs Flippans, „od precepts 
are loſt ien bad examples are ſtill before us: the li- 
— abroad makes her hanker aſter it, and 
out of humour at home: wretch ! ſhe deſired not 
to come to Land; I woud bring her. 

Alith, Very well. 

Mr. Pineh, She has been this week in town, and ne- 
ver deſired till this afcernoon to go abroad. 

Alith. Was ſhe not at a play yeſterday ? 

Mr. Pinch. Yes; but ſhe ne'er ask'd me: I was my 
folf the cauſe of her going. 
Alith, Then if ſhe ask yeu again, you are the cauſe 
of her asking, and not my example, 
Mr. Pinch, Well, to-morrow night I ſhall be rid of 
vou; and the next day, before tis light, ſhe and 1 Il 
be ri of the town. and my dreadful apprehenſions. 
Come, be not melancholy; for thcu ſhak go into the 
country after to-morrow, deareſt, 

Alith. Great comfort 
p Mrs. Pinch, Piſh, what d'ye tell me of the country 

or ? 
Mr. Pinch. How's this! what, piſh at the country ? 
Mrs, Pinch. Let nc alone, I 22 
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Mr. Pinc b. O, if that be all- what ails my deareſt ? 

Mrs. Pinch, Truly, I don't know: but I have nc: 
been well fince =u told me there was a gallant at the 
play in love with me. 

Mr. Pinch, Ha | 

Alith, That's by as example too ! 

Mr. Pinch, Nay, if you are not well, but are ſo cons 
cern d, becauſe a leud fellow chanc'd to lye, and ſay 
he lik d you, y* #1] make me ſick too. 

Mrs. Pinch, Of what ſickneſs? 

Mc. Pinch. O, of that which is worſe than the 
p! gue, jealouſy. 2 * 

Mr. Pinch. Piſh, you jeer ; I'm ſure there's no ſuch 
di ſeaſe in our receipt-book at home. 

Mr. Pinch. No, thou never met'ſt with it, poor inno- 

cent——— well, if thou cuckold me, twill be my own 

fault—-for cuckolds and baſtards are generally makers 

of their own fortune. A 
: _ Pinch. Well, but pray, bud, let's go to a play t 
ight. 

maar. Pinch, "Tis juſt done, ſhe comes from it: but 

e 

Mrs. Pixch, Faith, dear, not that I care one pin for 
their talk there; but I like to look upon the player- 
men and wou'd ſee, if I cou'd, the gallant you ſay 
loves me! that's all, dear bud. 

Mr. Pi::ch. Is that al!, dear bud? 

Alith, This proceeds from my example 


Mrs. Pinch. But if the play be done, let's go abroad 
however, dear bud, 
Mr. Pinch. Come, have a little patience, and thou 


ſhalt go into the country on friday. 
Mrs. Pinch. Therefore I wou'd ſee firſt ſome fights, 
to tell my neighbours of: nay, I will go abroad that's 
for once. 

Alith. I'm the cauſe of this deſite too 

Mr. Finch, But now I think on't, who, who was the 
cauſe of Huner coming to my lodging to day? that 
was you. 

Alith. No, you, becauſe you wou'd not let him fee 
your handiome wife out of your lodgir.g. 

Mrs. Pinch. Why, O lord! did the gentleman come 
hither to ſee me indeed? —( | Mr, 


, r 
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Mr. Pinch. No, no — you are not the cauſe of that 
damn d queſtion too, miſtreſs Alithea ? —(well ſhe's in 
the right of it: he is in love with my wife — and 
comes after her tis ſo—but III nip his love in the 
bud; left he ſhou'd follow us into the country, and 
break his chariot-wheel near our houſe, on purpoſe for 
an excuſe to come tot. But I think I know the 
town.) A. 

Mrs. Pinch. Come, pray bud, let's go abroad before 
*tis late; for I will go, that's flat and plain. 

Mr, Pinch. So! the obſtinacy already of the town- 
wife; and I muſt, whilſt ſhe's here, humour her like 
one. (Afede. 
Siſter, how ſhall we do, that ſhe may not be ſeen or 
known ? 

Alith. Let her put on her mask. 

Mr. Pinch. Pſhaw, a mask makes 
more inquiſitive, and is as ridiculous a diſguiſe as a 
ve-beard: her ſhape, ſtature, habit, will be known, 
And if we ſhou'd meet with Horner, he wou'd be ſure 
to take acquaintance with us, muſt wiſh her joy, kiſs 
her, talk to her, leer upon her, and the devil and all. 
No, I'll not uſe her to a mask, tis dangerous? for 
masks have made more cuckolds than the beſt faces 
that ever were known. 

Alith. YO RY 5 

Mrs. Pinch. Nay, ſhall we go? the Exchange will be 
ſhut ; and I Prager the es. 

Mr. Pinch, So—T have it — I'll dreſs her up in the 
ſuit we are to carry down to her brother, little fir mes; 
aay, I underftand the town-tricks. Come, let's go dreſs 
her: a mask! no 9 42 mask d, * cover d 
diſh, gives a man curio appetite ; n it ma 
be, AL twould turn his Romach : no, no. 4 

Alith, Indeed your compariſon is ſomething a greaſy 
one: but I had a gentle gallant, us d to ſay, a — 
mask'd, like the fun in eclipſe, gathers together more 
gazers than if it ſhin'd out, (Bxeunt. 


le but the 
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The SCENE changes tothe new exchange. 


Enter Horner, Harcourt, Dorilant. 

Dor. Engag'd to women, and not ſup with us! 

Horn, Ay, pox on em all. 

Havc, You were much a more reaſonable man in the 
morning, and had as noble reſolutions againſt em, as 
a widower of a week's liberty. 

Dor. Did I ever think to ſee you keep company with 
women in vain ? 5 

Horn. In vain ! no —'tis fince I can't love em, to be 
reveng'd on em. 

Harc. Now your ſting is you look d in the box, 
amongſt all thoſe women, like a drone in the hive ; all 
upon you, ſhov'd and ill us d by em all, and thruſt 
from one ſi de to t'other, 

Dor, Vet he muſt be a buzzing amongſt em ſtill, like 
other old bectle-headed liquoriſh drones; avoid em, 


and hate em, as they hate you. 


Horn, Becauſe I do hate em, and wou'd hate em yet 
more, I'll frequent em. You may ſee by marriage, no- 
thing makes a man hate a woman more, than her con- 
ſtant converſation. In ſhort, I converſe with em, as 


you do with rich fools, to laugh at em, and uſe em 


Dor. But I wou'd no more ſup with women, unleſs 
T cou'd lie with em, than ſup with a rich coxcomb, 
unleſs I cou'd cheat him. 

Horn. Yes; I have known thee ſup with a fool for 
his drinking ; if he cou'd ſet out your hand that way 
only, you were ſatisfied ; and if he were a wine-ſwal- 
lowing mouth, twas enough. 

Havc. Yes, a man drinks often with a fool, as he 
toſſes with a marker, only to keep his hand in uſe. 
But do the ladies drink ? | 

Horn. Yes, fir; and I ſhall have the pleaſure at leaft 
of laying 'em flat with a bottle, and bring as much 
ſcandal that way upon em, as formerly rother. 

Have. Perhaps you may as weak a brother a- 
mong 'em that way, ast'other, 1 
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Dor. Foh, drinking with women is as unnatural as 
ſcolding with em: but tis a pleaſure of decay d 
— and op baſeſt way 2 love. 

c. Nay, tis drowning | inſtead of quenching 
it: bur — us for evil Gans too! y 
Dor. Ay, when he can't be the better for em: we 
hardly pardon a man that leaves his friend for 3 
wench, and that's a pretty lawful call. 
Horn. Faith, I wou'd not leave you for em, if they 
wou'd not drink. 

Der. Whe wou'd diſappoint his com at Lewis's 
for a gofliping ? he 

Harr. Foh, wine and women good apart, together as 
nauſeous as ſack and ſuggar. But hark you, fir, before 
you go, alittle of your advice; an old maim'd gene- 
ral, when unfit for action, is fitteſt for counſel : I have 
other deſigns upon women than eating and drinking 
with them; Fam in love with Spartiß's miſtreſs, 
whom he is to marry to morrow : now how ſhall I ger 


her ? 
Entey Sparkiſh looking about. 
Horn. Why, here comes one will help you to her. 
Hare. He! bo I nll ro bay tba, cad will hin 


der my love. 

Horn, No; a fooliſh rival and a jealous husband aſ- 
fiſt their rival's deſigns ; for they are ſure to make their 
women hate them, which is the firſt ſtep to their love 
for another man. . 

Harc. But I cannot come near his miftreſs, but in his 
com 


Hom. Still the better for ſot fools are moſt 
ealily cheated when t ben Von are acceſſaries: 


and he is to be bubbled of his miſtreſs as of his money, 
the common miſtreſs, by keeping him company. 
Spark, Who is that, that is to be bubbled ? faith, let 
me ſnack; I han't met with a bubble fince chriftmas. 
Gad, I think bubbles are like their brother woodcocks, 
go out with the cold weather. 
Harc. A pox, he did not hear all I hope. 
ark, C bubbling 98 
Sp ome, you ing r ou, W 0 
we ſup — oh, Harcourt, my bebe — 
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been ing fierce love to her all the : hab 
| making ber play long 2 


Harc. | make love to her! 

Spark, Nay, I forgive thee; for I think I know 
thee, and I know her; but I am fure I know my ſelf. 

Kare, Did ſhe tell you ſo? I ſee all women are like 


which were never made 'em. 

Horn, Ay, women are as apt to tell before the In- 
trigue, as men afrer it, and to ſhew themſelves the 
vainer ſex. But haſt thou a miſtreſs, Spark; ? tis as 
——44 me 4 it, as that thou ever hadſt a 

e, as you 'd juſt now, 
Spark. 0 — are you at your raillery, 
fir? but we are ſome of us before-hand with you to 
day at the play: the wits were ſomerhing bold with 
you, fir ; did you not hear us laugh 

Harc, Yes; but I thought you had gone to plays, 
to laugh at the poet's wit, not at your own, 

Spark. Your ſervant, fir ; no, I thank you. Gad I 
go to a play, as to a country-treat: I carry my own 
Wife to one, and my own wit to t'other, or elſe I'm 
ſure I ſhou'd not be merry at either : and the reaſon 
why we are fo often louder than the players, is becauſe 
we think we ſpeak more wit, and ſo becomes the po- 
ets rivals in his audience: for to tell you the truth, 
we hate filly rogues ; nay, ſo much, that we find fault 
even with their baudy upon the ſtage, whilſt we talk 
nothing elſe in the pit a 

Horn. But why ſhould'ſt thou hate the filly poets ? 
thou haſt roo much wit to be one ; and they, like 
whores, are only hated by each other: and thou doſt 
ſcorn writing, I'm fare. 

Spark. Yes; I'd have you to know I ſcorn writing: 
but women ! women, that make men do all fooliſh 
things, make 'em write ſongs too. Every body does 
it: tis e en as common with lovers as playing with fans; 
and you can no more help rhyming to your Nlilis, than 
drinking 0 your Phillis. 3 * 

Have. Nay, in is no more to be avoided 
thas jealoufy. poerry 


Der, 
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Dor. But the poets damn'd your ſongs, did they 
Spark. Damn the poets ; they have turn'd 'em into 
burleſque, as they call it: that burleſque is a Harn- 
Pocns trick they 
Hictius doFins, rope turuey, they make a wiſe and wit- 
ty man in the world, a fool upon the ſtage you know 
not how: and tis therefore I em too, for I know 
not but it may be my own caſe ; for they'll puta man 
into a play for looking a-ſquint. Their predeceſſors 
were contented to make ſerving men only their ſtage- 
fools : but theſe rogues muſt have gentlemen, with a 
pox to 'em, nay, Knights ; and, indeed, you ſhall 
not ſee a fool upon the ſtage, but he's a knight. And 
to tell you the truth, they have kept me theſe fix years 
from being a knight in earneft, for fear of being 
knighted in a play and dubb'd a fool. 
 -_ Blame 'em not, they muſt follow their copy, 
— why ſhouldſt thou be afraid of being in a 
play, who expoſe your ſelf every day in the play-hou- 
and at publick places? 
Horn, Tis but being on the ſtage, inſtead of ſtanding 
en a bench in the pit. 
Dir. Don't you give money to painters to draw you 
like? and are you afraid of your pictures at length in 
play-houſes, oo pr all your miſtreſſes may ſee you? 
Spark, A pox, painters don't draw the ſmall pox or 


pimples in one's face. Come, damn all — ſilly au- 


thors whatever, all books and bookſellers, by the 
world; and all readers, courteous or uncourteous. 

Harc. But who comes here, Spartig? 
Enter Mr. Pinchwife, and his «viſe m man's cloaths, A- 
lithea, Lucy her maid. | 

Spark, Oh hide me: there's my miſtreſs too {(Spark- 
iſh hides himſelf behind Harcourt. 

Harc. She ſees you. | 

Spark. But I will not ſee her: tis time to go to 
White-kall, and I muſt not fail the drawing-room. 
me, and reconcile me to her. 


: faith, the king will have 
| Harc. 


have got, which, by the virtue of 
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Harc. Not with the worſe ſtomach for thy abſence : 
thou art one of thoſe fools that think their attendance 
at the king's meals as neceſſary as his phyſicians, when 
you are more troubleſome to him than his Doctors, or 


his dogs. | 

Spark. Pſhaw, I know my intereſt, fir ; prithee hide 
me. 

Horn, Your ſervant, Pinckwife, —what he knows us 
not 

Mr. Pinch, Come alo (To bis wife aſide. 
Mrs. Pinch, Pray, . any ballads ? give me fix 
penny worth, 
_ Claſp. We have no ballads. 


Mrs. Pizch. Then give me Covent-Garden drollery, 
and à play or two——oh, here's Tarugos Wiles, and 


Mr. Pinch. No; plays are not for your reading 
come along ; ail you dies 1 


Horn. Who is that pretty youth with him 5 
- Spark. I believe his wife's brother, becauſe he's ſome - 
thing like her: but I never ſaw her but once. 
Horn. Extremely handſome; I have ſeen a face like 
it too. Let us follow em. 


friend. 

Spark. Well, that's a better reaſon, dear friend: I 
wou'd not go near her now for hers or my own ſake; 
but I can deny you nothing: for tho I have known 
thee à great while, never go, if I do not love thee as 
well as a new acquaintance. 5 LEN 
Havc. I am oblig'd to you indeed, dear friend: I 


wou d be well with her, only to be well with thee 


ſtill; for theſe ties to wives uſually diffolves all ties to 
friends. I wou'd be contented ſhe ſhou'd enjoy you a 
nights, but I won'd have you to my ſelf a days as I 
have had, dear friend. 

Spark, 
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rk, And thou ſhalt enjoy me a days, dear, dear 
friend, never ſtir ; and I'll be divorced = her, ſoon- 
er than from ti. ee: come al 
H., c. So, we are hard put tot, when we make our 
rival our procurer; but ncither ſhe nor her brother, 
wou'd let me come near her now: when all's done, 2 
rival is the beſt cloak to ſteal to a miſtreſs under, with- 
out ſuſpicion ; and when we have once got to her as we 
defire, we throw him off like other cloaks. (Afide. 
(Exit Sparkiſh, and Harcourt ſollaing bim. 

Re. enter My, Pinchwife, Mrs, Pinchwiſe in man's 


cloaths, 

NMI. Pinch, Siſter, if you will not go, we muſt leave 
7ou— : (To Alithea. 
The _ her —_ r — = all the 

aanterers of this wi ve their 
Year ſcmpſireſſes to follow us: —＋ ſwarm of cuck- 
olds and cuckold- makers are here? (Afae, 
Come, let's be gone, miſtreſs Margery. 

Mrs. Pinch, Don't you bclieve that T han't balf my 
belly full of ſights yet? 

Mr. Pinch. Then walk this way, 

Mrs, Pinch. Lord, what a power of brave ſigns are 
here ? ſlag———the bull's head, the ram's head, and 
the ſtag's head, _ 
Mr. Pinch. Nay, if every husband's proper here 
were viſible, th : ns fs all alike. gn 

Mrs. Pinch. What d'ye mean by that, bud? 

Mr. Pinch. Tis no matter—no matter, bud. 

Mrs. Pinch, Pray tell me: nay Iwill know. 

Mr. Pinch. They wou d be all bulls, ſtags, and rams- 
heads. (Exeum Mr. Pinchwife, 2s. Pinchwife. 
Re-enter Sparkiſh, Harcourt, Alichea, Lucy, at Horber 


door. 
| Spark. Come, dear madam, for my ſake you ſhall be 
recuacil'd to him. i 5 N 
* | Alith, For your ſake IL hate him, | | 
- Harc; That's ſomething too cruel, madam, to hate 
me for his ſake. | 
Spart. Ay, indeed, madam, too, too cruel to me, to 
hate my friend for my fake. 
Afith. Ay, I hate him becauſe he is your enemy; and 
you ought to hate him too, for making love to me, if 
you love me, Spark. 
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Spark. That's a one! TI hate a me- for loving 
yu If he did — "tis but what I can't help; 
our fault, not his, if he admires you. I hate 
Cs being of my opinion! I neter do't, by the 
world. 

Alish. Is it for your honour, or _ to uffer a man 
to make lo: to me, Who r to marry you to- mor · 
row? 

Spa.. Is it for yovr hononr, or mine, to have me jea- 
lous ? that he makes love to you, is a fign you are 
handſonue; and that I am nor jealous, is a fign you 
are virtuous: that I think is for your hor ir. 

Alith. But tis your honour too, 2 

Marc. Put why, deareſt madam, will you be more 
concern'd for his honour tha:. he's himſelf? let his ho- 
nour alone, for my ſake and his. He, he has no hoe 
na0o ur 

Spark. How's that? 

Hare. But what, my dear friend can guard himſelf. 

Spark, O ho chars right again. 

Harc. Your care of his honour his negle& cf 
it, which is no honour to my dear friend here: r*. re- 
fore (ace more, let his honour go which way it will, 


dear madam. 


Spark. Ay, ay; were it for m honour to marry a 
woman whoſe vi. I fuſpeted, d con d not tou 
her in a friends hands ? 

A lieb. Are you not afraid to loſe me? 

Hurc. rA madam ! no, no———— 
may fee how tte mo eftima>'> and moſt glori- 
ous creature in the world is valued by him: will you 
not ſee it ? 

Spark. Right, honeſt Frank, eur atibos 
for ker, that I cannot be jealous of her. 

Alith. You miſtake him: | he means you care not for 
me, nor who has me. 

Spark. Lord, madam, I ſee you are jealous: will you 
wreſt a poor man's meaning from his words? 

„ with your want of jeans 


9. And you make me giddy, madam, with your 
| Falouſy and fears, and vertue and honour : gab, | 6y 


\ 


7 


—— 


* 


* 


2 — 
— I 


* 1 3 2 - 
v4 2 . 222 8 3 - «= .* < £7 - — n — 
a = = - 
4 - hay * ne 7 4 < Sa ha " 51 7 2 oe - ä 
—— 8523 PE * 2 r - = -2- » o - —— i C — 
3 ry * - — 4 . * 2 — — . 7. 
_— 4 - — — — 1422 iſ — 
« < — > a 4 ” = 
5 7 * 0 * - . * — * — 2 A * 
a = - N * LY 2 * FAY 2 2 2 
— bl — - 
— ko = 
= 


P 


_ 
% ” 


44 The Country Wife. 
vertue makes a woman as troubleſome as a little read. 


ing or learning. 
"Ai. Monſtrous! 

Lucy. Well, to ſee what eaſy husbands theſe women 
of quality can meet with ! a poor chamber maid can 
never have ſuch lady-like-Inck. Beſides he's thrown a- 
way upon her: ſhe Il make no uſe of her fortune, her 
bleſſing, none to a gentleman, for a pure cuckold ; for 
it requires good breeding to be a cuckold. (Bebind. 

Alith, I tell you then plainly, he purſues me to mar- 
ry me. 

Spark. Pſhaw. 

Harc. Come, madam, you ſee you ftrive in vain to 
make him jealous for me: my dear friend is the kindeſt 
creature in the world ro me, 

Spark. Poor fellow. 

Har. But his kindneſs only is not enough for me, 
without your favour, your good opinion, dear madam : 
*tis that muſt Tn my happineſs. Good gentleman, 
he believes all I ſay; wou'd you wou'd de ſo. Jea- 
ww + ane I woud not wrong him or you for the 
world. 
| Spark. Look you there: hear him, hear him, and do 
not walk away ſo. (Alithea walks careleſly to and fro. 

H ze. Eat { + wed png, ſo 
. Spark. How's ! nay — now you begin to 
far indeed. F 5 os 

Harc. So much, I confeſs, I ſay, I love you, that I 
wou'd not have you miſerable, and caſt your ſelf away 


upon ſo unworthy and inconſiderable a thing, as what 
you ſee here. | 
Clapping bis hand on bis breaſt, points at Sparkiſh. 


Spark. No, faith, I believe thou woud'ſt not, now his 
meaning is plain; but I knew before thou wou'dſt not 
wrong me, nor her. 

Harc. No, no, heavens forbid the glory of her ſex 
ſhou'd fall fo low, as into the embraces of fuch a con- 
temptible wretch, the leaſt of mankin}—_———my dear 
friend here—l injure him. (Embracing Sparkiſh. 

Alith. Very well. 

Spark. No, no, dear friend, I knew it: madam you 
ſee he will rather wrong himſelf than me, in giving 
himſelf ſuch names. Alith, 
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| | Spark. Look you there, he means me ſtill, for he 


Ay. | 
Who knows, if it be poſſible, how to value ſo 
much beauty and vertue. 


love can no more be equall'd in the 
world, than that heavenly form of yours. 

Spark, No 

Have. ons op mer Teſfe « rival, than your 
abſence, et cou d no more ſuf} our virtue, 
> ng Bon) nf og mates pony 

Spark. No 

Have. 


? ive you. 
Are you not aſham'd, that I ſhou'd have more 
in the chaſtity of your family, than you 
; you muſt not teach me, I am a man of 
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' Mr, Pinch. He that ſhews his wife, or money, will 
be in er of having them borrowed ſometimes. 
ark, I love to be envy'd, and wou'd not m 


a 
I" 
eating alone: Is it not a frank age? and I am a frank 
ere 
e rivals in a wife, they make her ſeem to a man till 
but as a miſtreſs ; and ſo good night, for I muſt 
Madam, I hope you are now reconcil'd 
I m 


ite, that I alone cou'd love; loving alone is as 
as 


h 
morro w, if it Mond Le ry 


FF 


. *Tis well 
fir. Madam 
. Pinch. Come away, ſiſter, we had been 


A 


gone, if 

been for you,and ſo avoided theſe leud rake- 
who'ſeem to haunt us. 

Enter Horner, Dorilant to them, 
How now! Pinchwife /! 
. Pinch, Your ſevant. 
What, I ſer a little time in the country makes 
wild and unſociable, and only fir to con- 
his horſes, and his herds, 


&7 


Fo, 


© 
f 
Z 
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g 
; 


Mr. Pinch. I have , fir, and muſt mind it; 
40 therefore you and I muſt go 


Frm. Well, you may go on; but this pri 
1 Takes hold of .. Pidchwifz 
. "= — 
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fillily ; yet if he does not, I ſhou'd be more filly to 
diſcover it firſt. (Aſide. 

Alitb. Pray, let us go, ſir. | 

Mr, Pinch. Come, come 

Horn. Had you not rather ſtay with us? 

(Tv Abs. Pinchwife. 

Prichee Pinc her fe, who is this pretty young gentle- 
man; 


Mr. Pinch, One to whom I'm a guardian. I wiſh T 


cou'd keep her out of your hands (Aae. 
Koyn. Who is he? I never ſaw. any thing ſo pretty 
in all my life. 


Mr. Pinch. Pſhaw, do not look upon him fo much, 
he's a poor baſhful youth, you'll put him out of coun- 


tenance, Come away, b '( Fel 
Offers to way. 
Fru. O, your brother! 

Mr. Pinch. Yes, my wife's brother; come, come, 
8 for us. 

Horn. 1 thought ſo, for he is very like her I faw you 
at the play with, whom I told you I was in love with. 

Mrs. Pinch, O jeminy! is that he that was in love 
= me, I am glad 3 for he's a curious fine 

ntleman, and I love him already too. Aſide. 
Fs this he bud ? ; — 

Mr. Pinch. Come away, come away. (Tobis Wife, 

Horn. Why, what are you in? why won't you 
let me talk with him ? 

Mr, Pinch. Becauſe you'll debauch him, he's yet 

and innocent, and I wou'd not have him de- 
uched for any thing in the world. 
How ſhe gazes on him ! the devil—— (Aſide. 

Horn, Harcourt, Dovilant, look you here, this is the 
likeneſs of that dowdy he told us of, his wife, did you 
ever ſee a lovelier creature ? The has reaſon to 
be jealous of his Wife, ſince ſhe is like him, for ſhe 
wou'd make all that ſee her, in love with her. 

Harc. And as I remember now, ſhe is as like him 
here as can be. PTS ; 
Dor. She is indeed very pretty, if ſhe be like him, 

Horn. Very pretty, a ver commendation 


y pret * 
She is a glorious creature bkaurikal ond all thi | 
reature, beautifull bey oe 


I ever | 
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Mr. Pinch, So, ſo. 

Harc, More beautiful than a poet's-firſt miſtreſs of 
imagination. 
R 

Mrs, Pinch, Nay, now you jeer, fir; pray don't jeer 


me — 
Mr. Pinch. Come, come. (By heavens, ſhe'll diſco-, 
ver her ſelf.) (Aſide 
Born. I ſpeak of your ſiſter, fir. 


Mr. Pinch, Ay, but ſaying ſhe was handſom, if 
like him, made him bluſh. „ 
Aſide. 

Hors, Methinks he is ſo handſom, he ſhou'd not be 
'a man. 

Mr. Pinch. O there tis out, he has diſcover'd her, I 
am not able to ſuffer any longer. (Come, come away, 
I fay—— by 1 (To bis wife. 
Horn. Nay, „ bir, he not go yet. 
Harcourt, — let us torment this r 4 
lirtle. (To them, 


Horn. III ſhew you. 

Mr. Pinch, Come, pray let him go, I cannot ſtay 
fooling any longer; I tell you his fiſter ſtays ſupper fer 
us. 


Horn, Do's ſhe ? come then, we'll all go ſup with 
her and thee, | 
Mr. Pinch. No, now I think on't, having ſtay d fo 
long for us, I warrant ſhe's gone to bed 
(I wiſh ſhe and I were well out of their hands 


Come, I muſt riſe early to morrow, come. om 
Horn, Well then, if ſhe be gone to bed, I wiſh her 
and you a goed nighr. Burt pray, young gentleman, 
preſent my humble ſervice to her. 
Mrs. Pinch, Thank you heartily, fir. 
Mr. Pinch, *Sdeath, ſhe will diſcover her ſelf yet in 
I ed 1 , 
e is ſomething more civil to or yourkindneſs to 
his faſter, than I am it 1 * 
3 
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Horn. Tell, dear ſweet little gentleman, for all your 


brother there, that you have reviv'd the love I had 
for her at firſt ſight in the 2 


Mrs. Pinch. But did you love her indeed, and indeed ? 
Mr. Pinch, So, ſo. | [Aſede, 
Away, 1 fay. 


Horn, Nay, ſtay ; yes indeed, and indeed, do 
you tell her ſo, and give her this kiſs A 


[Kiſſes ber. 
Mr. Pinch. O heavens what do I ſuffer ! now tis too 
plain he knows her, and yet LAVde. 


Horn, And this, and this (Kiſſes Jer again. 

Mrs, Finch. What do you kiſs me for, | am no wo- 

Mr. Pinch. So there——tis out. [ 4jide, 
Come, I cannot, nor will ſtay any longer. 

Herr. Nay, they ſhall ſend your lady a kiſs too; 
here, Harcourt, Dorilant, will you not? (They kiſs ber. 

Mr. Pinch. How ! do I ſuffer this? Was I not accuſ- 
ing another juſt now, for this raſcally patience, in per- 
mitting his wife to be kiſs'd before his face? ten thou- 
fand ulcers gnaw away their lips. LAſide. 
Come, come. 

Horn. Good night, dear little gentleman; madam, 
good night; farewell, Pincheærife. 


Did not I tell you I wou'd raiſe his jealous ?) | 
(Apart to Harcourt, Dorilant. 


(Exeurt Horner, Harcourt, and Dorilant. 
Mr. Pinch. So, they are gone at laſt; ſtay, let me 
ſee farlt if the coach be at this door, [Exit. 
Horn, What, not gone yet? will you be ſure to do as 
I defired you, ſweer fir ? 
| - (Horner, Harcourt, Dorilant returns. 
Mrs. Pinch, Sweet fir, but what will you give me 
then ? | 
Horn. Any thing, come away into the next walk. 
(Exit Horner, balling away Mrs, Pinchwife, 
Alith. Hold, hold, what d'ye do:? 
Lacy, Stay, ſtay, hold 
Here. Hold, madam, hold, let him preſent him, he'll 
come preſently ; nay, I will never let you go, till you 
anſwer my Queſtion, Mis 


[? 
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Lucy. For God's ſake, fir, I muſt follow em. 

(Alith. Lucy,  Proggling with Harcourt and Doril. 
Dor. No, I have ſomething to preſent you with too, 
you ſhan't follow them. 

Pinchwife returns. 
Mr. Pinch. Where ? —how—what's become f? 
gone —whither? 
. He's gone with the who will 
give him ſomething, an't pleaſe your worſhip, 
Mr. Pinch. Something— give him ſomething, with 
a pox—where are they ? 
Alith. In the next walk only, brother. 
Mr. Pinch, Only, only ; where, where ? | 
(Exit Pinchwife, and returns preſently, then goes out 


ain, 
Hare, What's the matter with him ? why ſo much 
concern'd ? but deareſt madam 
Alith, Pray let me go, fir, I have ſaid and ſuffered 
enough already. 
12 Then you will not look upon, nor pity my 
erings ? | 
Alb, To look upon em, when I cannot help em, 
were cruelty, not pity ; therefore I will never ſee you 
more. | 
Have. Let me then, Madam, have my privilege ef 
a baniſh'd lover, complaining or railing, and giving 
you but a farewel reaſon ; why, if you cannot con- 
deſcend ro marry me, you ſhou'd not take that wretch 


41 


my rival. 


Alith, He only, not you, ſince my honour is en- 
ſo far to him, can give me a reafon, why I. 
ou'd not marry him; bur if he be true, and what I 
— I muſt be ſo to him; your ſervant, 
IT. 
Harc. Have women onl N tis a vice, 
and are, like fortune, — 4 true to fools ? g 
Dor. Thou ſha't not ſtir, thou robuſt creature, you 
ſee I can deal with you, therefore you ſhou'd ſtay the 
rather, and be kind. 
[To Lucy, who feruggles to get from bim, 
Enter Pinchwife. 
Mr. Pinch. Gone, gone, not to be found; quite 
C4 gone» 
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gone, ten thouſand plagues go with 'em ; which way 


went they ? 
Alith, But into t'other walk, brother. 
Lucy. their Buſineſs will be done preſently, ſure, ant 


pleaſe your worſhip, it can't be long in doing I'm ſure 
on t. | 


Alith. Are they not there ? 

Mr. Pinch, No, you know where t you in- 
famous wretch, eternal ſhame of * ily, _ 
you do not diſhonour enough your ſelf, you think, but 

ou mult help her to do it too, thou legion of bands. 
: Alith, Good brother, RY 

Mr. Pinch. Damn d, damn d ſiſter. 

Alith. Look = here, ſhe's coming. | 
Enter Mrs. Pinchwife in man's clothes, runnnie with her 

hat under her arm, full of oranges and dry'd fruit, Hor- 


ner following. | 
dear bud, look you here what I have 


Mrs. Pinch, O 
got, ſee. 

Mr. Pinch. And what I have got here too, which 
you can't ſee. [Aſide rubbing his forchead, 
. given me better 

1 yet. . 

Me. Pinch. Has he ſo ? (Out of breath and colour d 
II muſt hold yet) Ade. 

* have only given your little brother an o- 

s e, . 
"= Pinch, Thank you, fir. (Tv Horner. 
You have only ſqueez'd my orange, I ſuppoſe, and 
given it me again; yet I muſt have a city-patience.(4- 


k come away (To bis Wife, 
«> Pinch. . 
Enter fir Jaſper Fidget. 


Sir Ft O maſter Horner, come, come, the ladies 
ay for you; your miſtreſs, my wife, wonders you 
make not more haſte to her. 
Horn. I have ſtaid this half hour for you here, and 
tis your fault I am not now with your wife. 

Sir asp. But pray, don't let her know ſo much; 
the truth on't is, I was advancing a certain project to 
his majeſty, about Ill tell you. | 


: 3 


8 B FI ie. 
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Horn, No, let's go, and hear it at houſe : 
aight, feet In; tleman ; ons. kiſs mare, 60 1 
remember me now, I hope. (X; et ber, 

Dor. What, fir Faſter, will you ? he 
Fate, youth 1 Ar 

— 
ne > dy my houſe is not fit for 
— are none but civil women there, which are 
not for turn; he you know can bear with the 
— civil women now, ha, ha, ha; beſides he's 
one my famil — bes he, he, he. 
Der. What is he? 

Sir Faſþ.Faith my eunuch, ſince y ou'll have it; he, 
he, he. (Kris fr Jaſper Lies ant amor. 
Dior. I rather wiſh thou wert his or my cuckold : 
Harcourt, what a cuckold is loſt there, for want 
22 one ; thee and I cannot have 
2 whe en make ws of it. 

y,to poor Horner, tis like to an eſtate 
at theeeſeere, when a man can't be the better fort, 

Mr. Pinch, Come. 

Mrs. Pinch. Preſently, bud. 


Dor. Come, let us go too : madam, your ſervant. 
aa % Althea. 
c——_ Jang — 


(To Lucy. 
L* n will not let me have a 
or 
Mes as BN af wit 


wiſh you one ; but dare not 


Alith, Good night, * mg 9 ever. 


Mrs. Pinch. I don't know where to this here, 
dear bud, you ſhall eat it; nay, you ſhall have 
of the fine gentleman's good things, or treat as you call 
it, when we come home. 


Mr. Pinch, Indeed, I deſerve it, fince I furniſh'd the 
beſt part of it. (Strikes away the orange. 
The gallant treats preſents, and gives the ball ; 
| But tis the abſent cuckoltl pays for all. 


C5 ACT 
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ACT.IV. SCENE. 1 


Fn Pinchwife's Houſe in the Morning. 
Lucy, Alithea dreſs'd in neu Clothes. 


Lucy. 
ELL—madam, now have I dreſs'd you, and 
ſet you out with fo many ornaments, and 
= upon you ounces of effence and pulvillio ; and 
this for no other purpoſe, but as people adorn and 
perfume a cerps for a ſtinking ſecond hand grave? ſuch, 
or as bad, I think maſter Spartiſb's bed. | 
Alith. Hold your 
Lucy. Nay, madam, I will ask you the reaſon, why 
you wou d baniſh poor maſter Harcourt for ever from 
your fight ; how cou'd you be fo hard-hearted ? 
Alb. Twas becauſe I was not hard-hearted. 
Lucy. No, no; twas ſtark love and kindneſs, I war- 
rank, © | 
Alith, It was ſo ; I wou'd ſee him no more, becauſe 
I love him. 


Lacy. Hey day, a ver 1 
Mich. You do not ne 2. me. 
Lucy. I wiſh you may yourſelf, 

Alith. I was engag'd to marry, you ſee, another man, 
whom my juſtice will not ſuffer me to deceive, or in- 
ay Can there be a greater cheat, or wrong done to 
a man, than to give him your perſon, without your 
heart ; I ſhou'd make a conſcience of it. 

Alith. I'Il retrieve ic for him, after I am martie4l a 
while. 

Lucy. The woman that marries to love better, will 
be as much miſtaken, as the wencher that marries to 
live better. ay — ro — —_ is 
like gaming to become rich ; ou on e what 
little ſtock you had before. ? 

Alith. I find by your rhetorick you have been brib'd 
to betray me. 

Lacy. Only by his merit, that has brib'd vour heart 


you 
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ſee againſt word,and rigid honour ; but what 
© tool is this r dis N diſeaſe in the head, 
like the megrim or falling-ſickneſs, that always hur- 


ties people away to do themſelves miſchief ; men loſe 


their lives by it; women, what's dearer to em, their 
love, the life of life. 128 

Alith. Come, pray talk you no more of honour, nor 
maſter Harcourt ; I wiſh the other wou'd come to ſe- 
cure my fidelity to him, and his right in me. 

Lucy. You will marry him then ? 

Alith, Certainly, I have given him already my word, 
and will ur. Ir make it 8 * 

. wi never ſtick pin more, if he 
— errant — 25 crades fine — 

Alith. I own he wants the wit of Harcourt, which I 
will diſpence withal, for another want he has, which 
is want of falouſy, which men of wit ſeldom want. 

Lucy, Lord, madam, what ſhou'd you do with a fool 
to your husband? you intend to be honeſt, don't you? 
then that husbandly virtue, credulity, is thrown away 
upon you. 

Alith. He only that could my virtue, ſhou'd 
have cauſe to do it; tis 's confidence in my 
truth that obliges me to be ſo faithful to him. 

Lucy. You are not ſure his opinion may laſt. 

A. I am ſatisfied, tis impothble for him to be 
jealous, after the proofs I have had of him : jealouſy 
in a husband, heaven defend me from it ; it begets a 
thouſand plagues to a poor woman, the loſs of her 
honour, her quiet, and h | 

Lacy. And her pleaſure. 

Alith. What d'ye mean, > inent 2? 

Li is a great ure, madam. 

1 ſay loſs of her honour, her quiet, nay, her life 
ſometimes; and what's as bad almoſt, the laſs of this 
town, that is, ſhe is ſent into the country, which is 
the laſt ill uſage of a husband to a wife, I think. 

Lacy. O does the wind lie there ? | LAſide. 
Then of a, madam, you think a man 
muſt carry his wife into the country, if he be wiſe ; 
the country is as terrible I find to our young Engl 
ladies, as a monaſtery to thole abroad ; and on my vir- 


Sin- 


has a 
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Ain a London goa 
, a high ſheriff of a county, neither can 
ſtir from his em : formerly women of wit 


4 I 


kiſh, and Harcourt dreſ#'d like a perſon. 


Madam, your humble ſervant, a happy day te 
us all, 


Dp bag | | 
Spark. faith O madam, Her. 
— i .. e in 
„ ee ee ee 
your ſight. 


, N 288858 


His 
182 d take for — Punk, 
e wou 
Believe it! . i 
His brother! ha, ha, he; he has a trick left 43 1 
I, it ſeem —— [Aſide. 
Come, my deareſt, pray let us go to church 
ore the canonical hour is paſt. 


| 2 ak, hear me : I tell you this 
is Ned Harcourt of Cambridge, by the world; you ſee he 
ing college look. Tis true, he's ſome- 
thing like his brother Frank; and they differ from 
each other no more than in their age, for they were 


twins. 
- Lucy, 


Spark. Why, I'll tell you all: Frank Harcourt coming 
to me this morning to wiſh me joy, and preſent his 
ſervice to you, I ask'd him, if he could me to 2 
parſon. Whoeenen he teb3 me, he had  houter fn 
town who was in orders ; and he went firait away, 

ſent him, you ſee there, to me. 
on 
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Alith. Let me tell you, fir, this dull trick will not 
ſerve r turn; tho ou delay our marriage, ou 
ſhall Jer hinder it. . : 

Have, Far be it from me, munificent patroneſs, to 
delay your marriage : I defire nothing more than to 
marry you preſently ; which I might do if you your 
ſelf would; for my noble good-natur'd and thriice-ge- 


nerous here wou'd not hinder it. 
wok ie, com man, not I, faith. 
Harc. And now, madam, let me tell you 


body elſe ſhall marry you: by heavens, I 48 Ka; 
ou: p 
for I'm ſure I ſhou'd die after it. a 


Alith. That was f; in too: now 
you underſtand him, I 2 922 | 
Spark. Poor man, he takes it heinoufl ; 


I can't blame him: tis putting an indignity upon him 
not to be ſuffer d. Bur peu ending on, madman, it 
mant be; he ſhall marry us. Come away, pray ma- 


dam, 

Lacy. Ha, ha, he, more adv! ttis late. 

Alith. Invincible ftupidity ! I tell you, he wou d 
marry meas your rival, not as your chaplain. 

Spark, Come, come, madam. (Pulling ber away. 

4 pray, madam, do not refuſe this reverend di- 
vine the honour and ſatisfaction of marrying you : for 
I dare fay, he has ſet his heart upon't, good doctor. 

Alith, What can you hope or deſign by this? 

Have, I con'd anſwer her: a reprieve for a day on- 
worſt, if _ will 
marry her, | have 
; hindring my ri- 
val's enjoyment, tho' but for a time. [U. 

' Spark, Come, madam, tis e en twelve a clock : and 
my mother charg'd me never to be married out of ihe 
canonical hours, Come, come; lord, here's ſuch a 
deal of modeſty, I warrant, the firſt day. 

Lucy. Yes, an't pleaſe your worſhip, marry'd women 
ſhew all their modeſty the firſt day, becauſe married 
men ſhew all their love the firſt day. 


(Exeunt Sparkiſh, Alithea, —_— x 
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1e SCENE changes to 4 bed-chamber ; where appear 
Pinchwife and Mrs, Pinchwife. 

Mr. Pinch, Come tell me, I ſay. 

Mrs. Pinch. Lord, han k 1 told it a hundred times 


over. 

Mr. Pinch, I wou'd try, if in the repetition of the 
ungrateful tale, I cou'd find her altering it in the leaft 
circumſtance : for if her tory be falſe, ſhe is fo too. 
(Aſide. Come, how was't, baggage ? 
| OI Ts Go Pleafuce you take to hear 
it, fure ! 

Mr Pinch. No, you take more in telling it, I find 
but ſpeak, how was't ? os ; 

Mrs, Pinch. He carried me up into the houſe, next 
to the Exchange. 

Mr. Pinch. So, and you two were only in the room ? 

Mrs. Pinch. Les; for he ſent away a youth that was 
there for ſome dried fruit, and China oranges, 


| Mrs. Pinch. But preſently came up the gentlewoman 
of the houſe. | 
Mr. Pinch, O, twas well ſhe did: but what did he 
do whilſt the fruit came 
Mrs. Pinch. He kiſs'd me a hundred times, and told 
me he fancied he kiſs'd my fine ſiſter, meaning me, you 
know, whom, he ſaid, he lov'd with all his foul ; and 
bid me be ſure to tell her ſo, and to defire her to be 
at her window by eleven of the clock this morning, 
and he wou'd mA it at that rime. 
Mr. Pinch, A was as as his word, 
: a pox reward him for t. * 
Mrs. Pinch. Well; and he faid, if you were not with- 
— 3 come up to her, meaning me, you know, 
Mr. Pinch. So—— he knew her certainly ; but for 
this confeſſion, I am oblig'd to her ſimplicity. (Agde. 
rr 
Mrs. Pinch. Yes, I warrant you; wou'd you have 
had me diſcover'd my ſelf? 
Mr. Pinch. But you told me, he did ſome beaftlineſs 
to you, as you call it ; what was't ? 


Mrs. Pinch, 
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Mr. Pinch, I am not ſo merry: come, write as I bid 


"Mrs. Pinch, What, do think I am a fool? 


Mr. Pinch. She's afraid I wou d not dictate any love 


to him, therefore ſhe's unwilling, But you had beſt 


Irs, Pinch. Indeed, and indeed, but I won't, fol 
won t. 
Mr. Pinch, Why ? 
Mrs. Pinch. Becauſe he's in town; you may ſend 


Mr. Pinch. Very well; you wou'd have him brought 
to you: is it come to this? I fay, take the pen, and 
write, or you'll provoke me. 

Mrs. Pinch, Lord, what d'ye make a fool of me for? 
don't I know that letters are never writ but from the 
country to Londen, and from London into the country ? 
now he's in town, and I am in town too; ore I 
can't write to him, you know. | 

Mr. Pinch. So, I am glad it is no worſe : ſhe is in- 
nocent enough yer. (Aſide. 
Yes, you may, when your husband bids you, write let- 
ters to people that are in town. 

Mrs. Pinch. O, may I ſo ! then I'm ſatisfied. 


Mr. Pinch. Come, begin— fir—— (DiFates, 

Mrs. Pinch. Shan't I ſay, dear fir ? you know one 
ſays always ſe ing more than bare fir. 

Mr. Pinch, Write as I bid you, or I will write whore 
with this penknife in your face. 

Mrs. Pinch. Nay, bud— fir— (She eprites. 

Mr. Pinch. Tho' I ſuffer'd laſt night your nauſeous 
loath'd kiſſes and embraces write. 

Mrs, Pinch. Nay, why ſhou'd I fay ſo ? you know 
I told you he a ſweet breath. | 

Mr. Pinch, Write. 


Mrs. Pinch. Let me but put out loath'd. 

Mr. Pinch. Write, I ſay. 

Mrs. Pinch. Well then. (Writes. 
Mr. Pinch. Let's ſee, what have you writ? the I 


; fuffer'd laſt night your kifſes and embraces, 


(Takes the paper and reads, 
Thou impudent creature,where — "4 
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Mrs- Pinch, I can't abide to write ſuch filthy words. 
ee F. ha ve 8 
ueſtion it not, or I will ſpoil thy writing with this: 
Told cnet — my miſchief. 

(Holds up the Penknife. 
Mrs. Pinch, O lord, I will. 


Mr. Pinch. SO —f0m—_-let's ſee now. 


Mrs. Pinch. I have writ it. 
Mr. Pinch. O then I then conceal'd my ſelf from fr) 
your knowledge, to avoid your infolencies —— M 


(She writes. 
Mrs. Pinch. So 
Mr. Pinch. The ſame reaſon, now I am out of your 
hands— 


D 

(She <prites, M 

Mrs Pinch, So ul 
Mr. Pinch. Makes me own to you my unfortunate, m 
tho” innocent frolick, of being in man's clothes. v 
ſ 
t 
t 


Mr. Pirch, Thar you may for evermore ceaſe to pur- 
ſac her who hates and deteſts you. (Se wwrites on. 
Mrs. Pinch, So heh ! —— (Sight. i 
Mr, Pinch. What do you figh ? —-leteſts you——as [1 
much as ſhe loves her husband and her honour — — i 
Mrs, Pinch. I vow, husband, he'll ne'er believe I 3} / 
mou d write ſuch a letter. 


Mr. Pinch. What, he d expect a kinder from you ? 
come, now your name only. 4 

Mrs. Pinch. What, ſhan't I ſay, your moſt faithful 
humble ſervant till death ? 


Mrs. Pinch, For Mr. ner ſo lam glad he has 
told me his name. Dear Mr. Horner; but why ſhou'd 
VERS hos Gb he, ths GE von te, OI 
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thee angry with me—— —- well, I will not ſend 


it ay, but then my husband will kill me — 
for I ſee plainly, he won't let me love Mr. Borner 
but what care I for my husband I won't, ſo I won't, 
fend poor Mr. Horner ſuch a letter but then my huſ- 
band but, oh—what if I writ at bottom, my husband 
made me write it— ay, but then my husband wou'd 
ſee t can one have no ſhift? ah, a London woman 
wou'd have had a hundred thy. Stay— what 
if I ſhou'd write a letter, and wrap it up like this, and 
write upon't too : ay, but then my husband wou'd 
ſee .- don't know what to do— but yet y vads, III 
try, fo I will— for I will not ſend this letter to poor 
Mr. Horner, come what will on't. 


Dear ſweet Mr. Horner f 
(She crites, and repeats <ubat ſbe bath dit. 
My husband wou'd have me ſend you a baſe, rude, 
unmannerly. letter—but I won't—ſo—3nd wou'd have 
me forbid you loving me but I wont and 
wou'sd have me ſay to you, I hate you, poor Mr. Horner 
but I won't tell a lye for him—there—— for I'm 
ſare, if you and I were in the country at cards t 
ther l cou'd not help treading on your toe u 
the table—ſo—or rubbing knees with you, and ftaring 
in your face till yon ſaw me very well—— and then 
— down, and bluſhing for an hour together 
ut I muſt make haſte before my husband comes. 
And now he has taught me — you ſhall 
have longer ones from me, who am, 
Dear, dear, poor dear Mr. Herner, 
your moſt humble friend, and | 
' ſervant to command, till death, 
| Margery Pinckewife. 


Stay, I muſt give him a hint at bottom ſe—— now 
wrap it up juſt like t'other—ſo — now, write for Mr. 
Horney— but oh, now } what ſhall I do with it? for 
kere comes my husband. 
Enter Pinchwiſe. 
Mr. Pinch. 1 have been detained by a ſparkiſh cox- 


comb, who pretended a viſit to me; but I fear it was 
to my wife. (Afeae, 
What, have you done ? 
Mrs. Pinch. Ay, ay, bud, j 
Mr. Pinch. Let's 
you wou'd not have it go 2 
Mrs. Pinch, Here. no, I muſt not give him that. 
(He opens and reads the firſt letter. 
Sol had been ſcry'd, if I had given him this, (Aſide. 
r PN 
Pinch, Lord, what now ? 
have it — 38 Aſide. 
Pray let me ſee t. 
Lord, you think me ſo errant a fool, I cannot ſeal a 
letter: I will do't, ſo I will. 
(Suat her the letter from him, changes it for the other, 
ſeals it, and delivers it to him. 
Mr. Pinch. Nay, I believe you will learn that and o- 
ther things too, which I wou'd not have you. 
Mrs. Pincb. So, han't I done it curiouſly ? 
T think I have: there's my letter going to Mr. Horner; 
fince he'll needs have me letters to folks. Aal. 
Mr. Pinch. "Tis very well: but I warrant, you wou'd 
not have it go now ? 
Mrs. Pinch, Yes, indeed, but I wou'd, bud, now. 


Mr. Pinch. Well, you are a 2 girl then. Come, let 
l 


me lock you up in your chamber till I come back ; and 
ſure you come not within three ſtrides of the win- 
dow when I am gone, for I have a ſpy in the ſtreet. 
| (Exit Abs. Pinchwife. 
(Pinchwife locks the door. 
At leaft, tis fit ſhe thinks ſo: if we do not cheat wo- 
men, they'll cheat us; and fraud may be juſtly uſed 
with ſecret enemies, of which a wife is the moſt dan- 
gerous: and he that has a handſome one to keep, and 
a frontier town, muſt provide againſt treachery, a- 
I'll deal with the for withour, with falſe in age. 
x I with falſe intelli . 
(Holds wp the letter. 
(Exit Pinchavife. 
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The SCEN E changes to Homer's lodgings. 


bigots in honour are 


the e of the wor » more than the eye 


Now we talk of women 


honour, here comes one. 


Step bekind the ſcreen there; and but obſerve, if I 


puntionacedy, — 


women of re- 


Lady Fidg. 
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Lady Fidg. Well, Horner, am not I a woman of ho- 
nour ? you ſee I'm as as my word. | 

Horn, And you ſee, madam, T'll not be behind- 
hand with you in honour; and III be as good as my 
word too, if you pleaſe but to withdraw into the next 


room. 
Lady Fidg. But firſt, my dear fir muſt promiſe 
e 120 | 
Horn. If you talk a word more of 
make me incapable to wrong it: to talk of honour in 
the myſteries of love, is like talking of heaven, or the 
deity in an operation of witchcraft, juſt when you are 
employing the devil ; it makes the charm im 
Fidg. Nay, fie ; let us not be ſmooty : but 
myſteries, and bewitching to me; I don't un- 


derſtand you. 
you, madam: the word money in a miſ- 


Horn. I tell 
trefs's mouth, at ſuch a nick of time, is not a more 
i ing ſound to à younger brother, than that of 
honour to an eager lover, like my ſelf. 

Lady Fidg But you can't blame a lady of my reputa · 


tion to be chary. 
hary——1 n already, by 
ou d ever let other wo- 


I have caus d of m 


acquaintance are ſo cenſorious, (oh, tis a wicked cen- 


detracting, that ps they'll talk to the | a 
1 t 


of my honour, tho you ſhou d not let them 
ſecret. . 
Horn. Nay, madam, rather than they ſhall ce 


your honour, I'll prejudice theirs; and to ſerve you, 
I'll lie with em make the ſecrer their own, and 
then they Il keep it: I am a Machiavef in love, ma- 


Lady Fig. O, no fir, not that way. 
Horn. Nay, the devil take me, if cenſorious women 
are to be ſilenc d any other way. | 


Lady 


your honour, you'll e. 
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LadyFidg. A ſecret is better kept, I hope, by a fingle 
perſon than a multitude : therefore pray C2307 
ay body elſe with it, dear, dear Mr, Horner. 
Enter Sir Jaſper Fidget. 
Sir Faſp. How now 
Lady Fidg. O my husband what's 
I amoſt as bad, found with my arms about another man 
| mmm Ont ? 
| A . 
Sir Faſter come hither, Iam if Mr. Horner were 
tickliſh, and he's as tickliſh as can be; I love to tor- 
ment the confounded toad, let you and I tickle him. 
Sir p. No, your ladyſhip will tickle him better 
Cs | but is this your buying china, 
I thought you had been at the china-houſe. 
| Korn, China-houſe, that's my cue, I muſt take it. 


( 
A can't you im wives at home? 
S 
the wives; but — * — un — 
our j y night, I will not be your 
— to ſquire 9 about, and be your man 
0 


| 


- 


be 
b 
LN to pyes and jays, that 
vou'd be nibling at your fruit; I ſhall be 
ſhortly the hackney gentleman uſher of the town. 
3 Sir Faſþ. He, he, of poor fellow, he's in the right 
J on't faith * ſquire women about wy other _ is 
28 an em , as to tell or o- 
| ther folks, .. . (Af de. 
He, he, he, ben't angry Horner 
Lady Fidg. No, tis I have more reaſon to be angry, 
who am left by you, to go abroad indecently alone; or 
what is more indecent, to pin my ſelf upon ſuch ill- 
bred people of your acquaintance, as this is. 
Sir Faſp * pr'ythee, what has he done ? 
Lady Fidg. Nay he has done nothing. | 
Sir Yaſh. But what d'ye take ill, if he has done no- 


Lady Fdg. Ha, ha, ha, faith, I can't but laugh how- 
ever; why, d'ye think the unmannerly toad wou'd not 
come down to me to the coach; I was fain to come up 
| dren . «0 
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ed not te do; for he knows china very well, and has 

himſelt good, but will not let me ſee it, left I 

ſhou'd beg ; but I will find it out, and have 

I came for yet. (Exit Lady Fidget, and locks the door, 
by Horner to the door. 

Horn. Lock the door, madam 


you home a pai 
3 11 


* n I © & = =, i = 


ning, and more miſchievous —— and 
to me almoſt as ugl Dee 
her 


about, and cifli I have, but I'll get into 
. — 

Sir 4 Horner, 

Horn. Sta ro inkk, I fone hes out to you 
preſently, I warrant. (Exit Horner at t'othey door. 

Sir Faſp. Wife, my lady Fidget, wife, he is coming 
„1 3 
Sir throweb to hi 

f if He anſwers from evithin. 
. ee and welcome, which way 


he wil 
Sir aſp. He'll catch you, and uſe you roughly, and 
be too ſtrong for you. 


Lady Fag. Don't you trouble your ſelf, let him if he 
can. 
(Behind) This indeed I cou d not have believ- 
ed him, nor any but my own eyes. 
Squeam, Where's this woman-hater, this toad, this 
ugly, greaſy, dirty loven ? | 5 
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Sir Faſper, So, the women all will have him ugly 3 
methinks he is a comely perſon, but his wants make 
To pe Tilt of dn chars proper fond: 

id y talking of him t a 
coward. 


333 your ſervant, where is the odious 


Sir Faſp. He's within in his chamber, with my wife ; 
the's playing the with him. 
*. Is ſhe ſo — * 1 8 he'll give 
no quarter, he e wag with in, let 
me tell you; come, hes ge — her — the 
door's lock d? 
Sir Faſp. A, my wife lock d it 
Seam. Did ſhe ſo ? let us break it open then. 
Sir Faſþ. No, no, he'll do her no hurt. 
Squeam. No — but is there no other way to get inte 
'em; whether goes this? I will diſturb em. (Aſide. 
(Exit Squeam, at another door.) Enter old lady Squeam. 
O. L. Squeam. Where is this harlotry, this impudenr 
„ this rambling tomrig ? O fir Faſper, I'm glad 
to ſee you here; did you not ſee my vile g 
come in hither juſt now, | 
Sir Faſp. Yes. 
O. L. S yp but where is ſhe then? where is 
ſhe ? £ 4 
| her 


I have e en rattled my ſelf ro 
pices in purſuit o ; but can you tell what ſhe 
makes here? they ſay below, no woman lodges here. 

Sir Faſp. No. | 

O. L. Squeam. No — what does ſhe here then? ſay, 
if it be not a woman's „ what makes ſhe here? 
but are you ſure no woman lodges here ? 

Sir Faſp. No, nor no man neither, this is Mr. Horner's 
lodging. | 


G. L. Squeam. Is it fo are you ſure ? 

Sir Faſp. Yes, yes. | ; 

O. L. Squeam, So, then there's no hurt in't I hope 3 
but where is he ? | | 

Sir Faſp. He's in the next room with my wife. 


O. L. 2 Nay if you truſt him with your wife, 
my biddy ; W ſay he's a merry _ 


Imay wi 
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18288 e en as rere 
of Italy with a voice ; as pretty harmleſs 
aompany for a ;, as 6 frake withous kib ec, 

Sir Faſp. Ay, ay, poor man. {Enter As, Squeam. 
am, I can't find em.—oh, are you here, grand- 
mother? I follow'd, * muſt know, my lady Fidget 
hither ; tis the prettieſt lodging, and I have been ſtare. 
ing on the prettieſt pictures. 

Enter Lady Fidget with a piece of China in her hand, 

and Horner following. 

Lady 39 
the prettieſt piece of china, my dear. 

' Horn, Nay, ſhe has been too hard for me, do what I 


cou'd, 

Squeam. Oh lord, I'll have ſome china too, good Mr. 
Horner, don't think to give other people china, and me 
none, come in with me too, 

Horn, Upon my honour I have none left now. 

Squeam, Nay, nay, I have known youdeny your chi- 
na before now, but you ſhan't put me off ſo, come 
Horn. Tkis lady had the laſt there. 

Lady Fidg. Yes indeed, madam, to my certain know- 
ledge he has no more left. 

Sq. O, but it may be he may have ſome you cou'd 
not find. 

Lady Fidg. What d'ye think if he had any left, I 
wou'd not have had it too, for we women of quality 
never think we have china enough. 

Horn, Do not take it ill, I cannot make china for you 
all, but I will have a rol-waggon for you too, another 
time. 

Squeam. Thank you, dear Toad. (To Horner aſide. 
Lady Fidg. What do you mean by that promiſe ? 

Horn. Alaſs! ſhe has an innocent, literal underſtand- 
ing. (Apart to lady Fidger. 

O. L. Squeam. Poor Mr. Horner, he has enough to de 
to pleaſe you all, I fee. 

Horn. Ay, madam, you ſee how they uſe me. 

O. L. Squeam. Poor gentleman, I pity you. 

Horn, I thank you, madam ; I cay'd never find pity, 
but from ſuch reverend ladies asFou are ; the young 
anes will never ſparg a man, 


Sguram. 
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Come, come, beaſt, and go dine with us, 
for we ſhall want a man at ombre after dinner. 
Horn, That's all their uſe of me, madam, 


gm. Come, floven, I'll lead 
7 


| 


by the cravat. 
O. L. Squeam. Alas, poor man, how ſhe tugs him ! 


kifs, kiſs her, that's the way to make ſuch 
4 \ 
Tm No, madam, that remedy is worſe than the 
torment, they know I dare ſuffer any thing rather than 


do it. 
O. L am. Prithee kiſs her, and I'll give you het 
_ — that you admir d fo lat night, prithee 
o. 


Horn, Well, cording _— — bribe me, I = 
woman in effigy, inting, as much as I 
hate — If do't, for I 12 devil well 


ted. (Kiſſes Mrs. Squeam, 
— Foh, you filthy toad, nay, now 12 done 
O. L. 


Squeam. Ha, ha, ha, I told fo. 

. Foh, à kiſs of his n 

Sir Paſp, Has no more hurt in't, than one of my ſpa- 
Squeam. Nor no more good neither. 

Quack, Iwill now believe any thing he tells me. 


( Behind. 
88 mark 
Lady Fidg. O lord, here's a man, fir Faſper, m 
my __ I wou'd not be ſeen here for the ell 
Sir Faſp. What not, when I am with you ? 
Lady Fidg. No, no ; my honour—let's be gone. 
Squeam. Oh grandmother, let us be gone, make 
haſte, make haſte, I know not how he may cenſure us. 1 
Lady Fidg. Be found in the lodging of any thing like 14 
a man! away. (Exeum Sir Jaſper, Lady Fidg. Old Lady 4 
Squeam. rt. Squeamiſh. uw 3 
Quack. What's here, another cuckold—he looks like by 3 
one, and none elſe ſure has any buſineſs with him. 3 
(Bebina. : | 
Horn. Well, what brings my dear friend hither ? _ 
D 2 Mr, Pinck, | 
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Mr. Pinch. Your impertinency. 
Horn. My im rtinency — x you gentlemen that 

have got handſome wives, think you have a privil 

of ſaying any thing to your fri and are as braut, 

as if you were our creditors, 

Mr. Pinch, No, fir, I'll ne er truſt you any way. 

Horn. But why not, dear Fack? why? diffide in me, 
thou know'ft fo well. | | 

Mr. Pinch, Becauſe I do know you ſo well? 

Horn. Han't I been always thy friend, honeſt act, 
always ready to ſerve thee, in love, or battle, before 
thou wert married, and am fo ftill ? 

Mr. Pinch, I believe ſo, you wou'd be my ſecond 
now indeed. 

Horn, Well then, dear ach, why ſo unkind, ſo grum, 
ſo ſtrange to me ? come, prithee kiſs me, dear rogue, 
gad I was always, I fay, and am ſtill as much thy 
ſervant as -. | 

Mr. Pinch. As I am yours, fir. What, you wou'd ſend 
a kiſs to my Wife, is that it? 

Horn. So there tis a man can't ſhew his friendſhip 
toa married man, but preſently he talks of his wife to 
you; prithee let thy wife alone, and let thee and I be 
all one, as we were wont: what, thou art as ſhy of my 
kindneſs, as a Lumbard-ſtreet alderman of a courtier's 
civility at Lockets. 

Mr. Pinch, But E are over kind to me, as kind as 
if I were your cuckold already; yet I muſt confeſs, you 
ought to be kind and civil to me, ſince I am ſo kind, 
ſo civil to you, as to bring you this; look you there, 

fir. (Delivers him a letter, 


Horn. What is't ? 

Mr. Pinch. Only a love-letter, fir. 

Horn, From whom— how ! this is from your wife 
hum - and hum | (Reads. 

Mr. Pinch. Even from my wife, fir ; am I not won- 
3 kind and civil to you now too? but you'll not 
think her ſo. ( Aſide. 

Horn. Ha, is this a wh of his, or hers ny 

Mr. Pinch. The Gentleman's ſurpriz d, I what 
you expected a kinder letter 4, 8 ? 

Aurn. No faith, not I, how cou'd I? 
Mr. Pinch. 
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Mr, Pinch. Yes, yes, I'm ſure you did; a man ſo well 
made as you are, muſt needs be diſappointed, if the 
women declare not their paſſion at firſt ſight or oppor- 
tunity. 

Horm But what ſhou'd this mean? ſtay, the poſtſcript. 
Be ſure you love me, whatſoever my husband ſays to 
the contrary, and let him not ſee this, leſt he d. 
come home, and pinch me, or kill my ſquirrel. 

(Reads aſide. 
It ſeems he knows net what the letter contains. ( Aſide. 

Mr. Pinch. Come, ne er wonder at it ſo much. 

Horn. Faith, I can't help it. 

Mr. Pinch. Now, I think, I have deſerved your infi- 
nite friendſhip and kindneſs, and have ſhewed my ſelf 
ſufficiently an obliging- kind friend and husband ; am 
I not ſo, to bring a letter from my wife to her gallant ? 

Horn. Ay, the devil take me, art thou, the moſt obli- 
ging, kind friend and husband in the world, ha, ha. 

Mr. Pinch. Well, you may be merry, fir, but in ſhort 
I muſt tell you, fir, my honour will ſuffer no jeſting. 

Horn, What doſt thou mean ? 

Mr. Pinch. Does the letter want a comment? then 
know, fir, though I have been ſo civil a husband, ar to 
bring you a letter from my wife, to let you kiſs and 
court her to my face, I will not be a cuckold,fir, I will 
not. 

Horn. Thou art mad with jealouſy ; I never ſaw thy 
wife in my life, but at the play yeſterday, and I know 
not if it were ſhe or no; I court her, I kiſs her! 

Mr. Pinch, I will not be a cuckold, I fay ; there will 
be danger in making me a cuckold. | 

Horn. Why, wert thou not well cur'd of thy laſt clap ? 

Mr. Pinch. I wear a ſword. 


Horn. It ſhould be taken from thee, leſt thou ſhouldſt 


do thy ſelf a miſchief with it; thou art mad, man. 
Mr. Pinch. As mad as I am, and as merry as you are, 
I muſt have more reaſon from you e er we part; I ſay 
again, though you kiſs'd, and courted laſt night my 
wife in man's cloaths, as ſhe confeſſes in her letter 
Horn, Ha (Aſide. 
Mr. Pinch. Both ſhe and I fay, you muſt not deſign 
it again, for you have miſtaken your woman, as you 
have done your man. D 3 
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Horn. O I underftand ſomething now 

A 

Was that thy wife? why wou'dft thou not tell 2 

"rwas ſhe ? faith, my freedom with her was your fault, 
not mine. | 

Mrs. Pinch. Faith, ſo 'twag—-_— (Aſide. 

Horn, Fie, I'd neyer do't to a woman before her hus- 
band's face, ſure. 

Mr. Pinch. But I had rather you ſhould do't to my 
wife before my face, than behind my back ; and that 
you ſhall never do. 

Horn. No you will hinder me. 

Mr. Pinch. If I wou'd not hinder you, you ſee by her 
letter ſhe wou d. 

Horn. Well, I muſt e en acquieſce then, and be con- 
tented with what ſhe writes. 

Mr. Pinch. I'll aſſure you twas voluntarily writ, I had 
no hand in't, you may believe me, 

Horn. I do believe thee, faith. 

Mr. Pinch. And beiieve her too, for ſhe's an innocent 
creature, has no diſſembling in her; and ſo fare you 
well, fir. 

Horn. Pray, however, preſent my humble ſeryice to 
her, and tell her Iwill obey her letter to a tittle, and 
fulfill her deſires, be what they will, or with what dif- 
ficulty ſoever I do't ; and you ſhall be no more jealous 
of me, I warrant her, and you=m—_ ' 

Mr. Pinch. Well, then fare you well, and play with 
any man's honour but mine, kiſs any man's wife bur 
mine, and welcome (Exit My. Pinch. 

Horn, Ha, ha, ha, Doctor. 

Quack. It ſeems he has not heard the report of you, 
er does not believe it. 

Horn. Ha, ha, now Doctor, what think you? 

Quack, Pray let's ſee the letter - hum for — dear 
love you (Reads the letter. 
rn. IT wonder how ſhe cou'd contrive it! what 
ſay ſt thou tot? tis an original. 

Quack. So are your cuckolds too originals : for they 
are like no other common cuckolds, and I will hence- 
forth believe it not impoſſible for you to cuckold the 

and Seignior amidſt his guards or eunuchs, ma [ 

— rn. 


J 
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More. And I ſay for the letter, tis the firſt love-let-- 
ter that ever was without flames, darts, fates, deſtinies,, 


lying and — in't. 
Enter Sparkiſh pulling in My. Pinchwife. 


Sark. Come back, you are a brother-in-law,. 
c inner with your ſiſter 
e 


Mr. Pinch, My ſiſter denies her marriage, and you 


ſee is gong away from you diſſatisfy d. 

Pſhaw, upon a fooliſh ſcruple, that our parſon 
was not in lawful orders, and did not ſay all the com» 
mon- prayer, but tis her modeſty only I believe; but 
let women be never fo modeſt the firſt day, they'll be 
ſure to come to themſelves by night, and I ſhall have 
enough of her then; in the mean time, Harry Horner, 
you mult dine with me, I keep my wedding at my 
aunt's in the Piazza. : 

Horn, Thy wedding! what ſtale maid has liv'd to de- 
ſpair of a husband, or what young one of a gallant ? 

Sark. O your ſervant, ſi this gentleman's ſiſter 
then no ſtale maid. 

Horn. I am ſorry for t. | 

Mr. Pinch. How comes he ſo concern'd for her 

| [Afrde, 
. -_ You ſorry for't, why do you knew any al by 
? 

Horn. No, I know none but by thee, tis for her ſake, 
not yours, and another man's ſake that might have 
hop'd, I thought—— 

Spark. Another man, another man,what is his name ? 

Horn. Nay, fince tis paſt, he ſhall be nameleſs. Poor 
Harcourt, I am ſorry thou haſt miſs'd her [Afde. 

Mr. Pinch. He ſeems to be much troubled at the 
match ä 4 . 

1 Prithee tell me nay you ſhan't go, 
ther. 

Mr. Pinch. I muſt of neceſſity, but I'll come to yon 
to dinner. | [Exit Pinchwife. 

Spark. But „what have I a rival in my wife 
already ? but with all my heart, for he may be of uſe 
to me hereafter, for though my hunger is now m 
ſauc e, and I can fall on heartily without, the time wi 
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76 The Country Wife. 
come, when a rival will be as good ſauce for a mar- 


ried man to a wife, as an orange to veal. 

Horn. O thou damn'd rogue, thou haſt ſet my teeth 
on edge with thy Orange. 

Spark. Then let's to dinner, there I was with you a- 
gain, come. 

Horn. But who dines with thee ? 

Sark. My friends and relations, my brother Pinchwife, 
you ſee of your acquaintance. 

Horn, And his wife ? 

Spark. No, *gad, he'll ne'er let her come amongſt us 
good fellows ; your ſti country coxcomb keeps his 
wife from his friends, as he does his little firkin of ale, 
for his own drinking, and a gentleman can't get a 
ſmack on't, but his ſervants, when his back is turn'd, 
broach it at their pleaſures, and duſt it away, ha, ha, ha, 
gad I am witty I think, conſidering I was mar- 
ried to day, by the world, but come 

Horn. No, I will not dine with you, unleſs you can 
fetch her too. 

Spark, Pſhaw, what pleaſure canſt thou have with 
women now, Harry ? 

Horn. My eyes are not gone, I love a good proſpect 
yer, and will not dine with you, unleſs ſhe does too; 
o fetch her therefore, but do not tell her husband, 
tis for my ſake. 

Spark, Well, I'll go try what I can do; in the mean 
time come away to my aunt's lodging, tis in the way 
to Pinchevife's. 

Horn, The poor woman has calld' for aid, and ftretch'd 
forth her hand, doctor; I cannot but help her over the 
pale out of the bry ars. 

LExeum Sparkiſh, Horner, Quack. 


The S CEN E changes to Pinchwife's Horſe, 
Myrt. Pinchwife alone leaning on her elbow. A table, pen, 
ink, and paper. 

Mrs. Pinch. Well, tis een ſo, I have got the London 
diſeaſe, they call love, I am fick of my 8 and 
for my gallant; I have hear d this diſtemper call'd a 
fever, but methinks tis liker an ague, for when I 
think of my husband, I tremble, and am in dry 

| | weat, 
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ſweat, and have inclinations to vomit, but when 1 
think of my gallant, dear Mr. Horner, my hot fit 
comes, and I am all in a feyer indeed, and as in other 
fevers, my own chamber is tedious to me, and I would 
fain be remoy'd to his, and then methinks I ſhou'd 
be well ; ah poor Mr. Horner, well, I cannot, will not 
ftay here; therefore I'll make an end of my letter to 
him, which, ſhall be a finer letter than my laſt, be- 
cauſe I have ſtudied itlike any thing ; oh fick, fick ! 
| (Takes the pen and eprites, 
Enter My. Pinchwife, who ſeeing ber writing, £55 ſoftly 
natches the 


Mrs. Pinch. O lord, tl wh d'ye frighten me ſo ? 
(She offers to run out; be ſtops ber, and veads. 
Mr. Pinch, How's this ! nay, you ſhall not ſtir, ma- 
dam : (dear, dear, dear Mr. Horner) very well— 
J have taught you to write letters to good purpoſe — 
but ler's ſee t. | | 
Firſt I am to beg your pardon for my boldneſs in 
writing to you, which I'd have you to know I would 
not have done, had not you ſaid firſt you lov'd me fo 
extremely, which if you do, you will never ſuffer me 
to. lie in the arms of another man, whom I loath, nau- 
ſeate, and deteft—— (now you can write theſe filthy 
words : but what follows ? )—— therefore, I hope 
you will ſpeedily find ſome way to free me from this 
unfortunate match, which was never, I aſſure you, of 
my choice, but I'm afraid, tis already too far * 5 
however, if you love me, as I do you, you will try 
what you can do ; but you muſt help me away before 
to morrow, or elſe 8 I ſhall be for ever out of 
our reach, for I can defer no longer our our 
what's to follow our ſpeak what) our journey into 
(The letter concludes, 
the country I ſuppoſe——oh woman, damn'd woman, 
and love, damn'd love, their old tempter ; for this is 
one of his miracles, in a mement he can make thoſe 
blind that cou'd ſee, and thoſe ſee that were blind, 
thoſe dumb that cou'd fpeak, and thoſe prattle who 
were dumb before; nay, * is more than all, make 
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theſe dough-back'd, ſenſeleſs,indocile animals, women, 
too hard for us their politick lords and rulers in a mo- 
ment: but make an end of your letter, and then III 
make an end of you thus, and all my plagues together. 
(Draws his ſword, 
Mrs. Pinch, O lord, O lord, you are ſuch a paſſio- 

nate man, bud. 
Enter Sparkiſh. 


Spark. How now ! what's here to do? 

Mr, Pinch. n_ fool here now ! 1 ä 

Spark, What, drawn upon your wife? you ſhou” 
never do that, but at night ih the fool,” when you 
2 hurt her; this is my ſiſter-in-law, is it not N ay, 

ith, e en our country Margery ? (pulls aſide her band- 
kerchief,) one may know her, come, 2221 you muſt 
go dine with me, dinner 's ready, come; but where's 
my wife, is ſhe not come home yet, where is ſhe ? 

Mr. Pinch. Making you a cuckold, tis that they all 
do, as ſoon as they can. 

Spark. What, the wedding-day ? no, a wife that de- 
figns to make a cully of her husband, will be ſure to 
let him win the firſt fake of love, by the world; but 
come, they ſtay dinner for us, come, Ill lead down our 
I Pinch, No ſir, go, we'll follow you. 

Spark, I will not wag without you. 

Mr. Pinch. This coxcomb is a ſenſible torment to me 
amidft rhe greateſt in the world. 

. Come, come, madam Margery. 

Mr. Pinch. No, I'll lead her my way; what wou'd 
you treat your friends with mine, for want of your 
own wife ? 

(Leads her to N other door, and locks her in, and returns. 
I am contented my rage ſhou'd take breath (Aſide. 

told Horner this, 

Mr. Pinch. Come now. 

Spark. Lord how ſhy you are of your wife! but let 
me tell you, brother, we men of wit have amongſt us 
2 ſaying, that cuckolding, like the ſmall-pox, comes 
with a fear; and you may keep your wife as much as 
you will out of danger of infection, but if her confti- 
tution incline her to'r, ſhe'll have it ſooner or later, 
by the world, fay they. Mr, 
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Mr. Pinch, What a thing is a that 
fool can make him ridiculs — (. 
Well, ſir but let me adviſe you, now you are come 
to be concern'd, becauſe you ſuſpect the danger, not 
to neglect the means to prevent it, eſpecially when 
the greateſt ſhare of the malady will light upon your 
own head, for 

Howſ"e'er the kind wife's belly comes to ſell, 

The hushand breeds for ber, and firſt is ill. 


. — 


ACT v. SCENE. I. 


Av. Pinchwife's bouſe. 
Enter My, Pinchwife and Mrs. Pinchwiſe, 4 tabje 
and candle, 
Mr. Pinchevife. | 
Ome, take the pen and make an end of the leter, 


I ſhall ſoon perceive ir, and puniſh you with this as 
you deſerve, (/ays bis hand on bis ſword) write what 
was to follow let's fee—— (you muſt make haſte 
and help me away before to morrow, or elſe I ſhall 

be for ever out of your reach, for I can defer no lon- 
ger our-—) what follows our 


Mrs. Pinch, Muſt all out then, bud ? look you 


there then. | 
(. Pinch. takes the pen and <ovites. 
Mr. Pinch. Let's ſee—— (for I can defer no | 
our wedding your lighted Alithea) what's 
—_— of this, my fiſter's name to'r ? ſpeak, un- 
Mrs. Pinch, Yes indeed, bud. 
Mr. Pinch. But why her name tot? ſpeak—ſpeak, I 
as Pinch, Ay, but you'll tell her then again: if 


you wou'd not tell her again—— 
Mr. Pinch. I will not: I am ſtunn d; my head turns 


reund, Speak, | 


juſt as you intended; if you are falſe in a title, 


2 
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Mrs. Pinch, Won't you tell her indeed indeed? 
Mr. Pinch. No : Sp I ay. e 
Mrs. Pinch. She Il be angry with me; but I had ra- 
ther ſhe ſhou d be angry with me than you, bud. And 
to tell you the truth, twas ſhe made me write the 
letter, and taught me what I ſhould write. 
Mr. Pinch. Ha—— (I thought the ſtile was ſome- 
what better than her own.) (4ſoae. 
Cou'd ſhe come to you to teach you, ſince I had lock d 
you up alone ? 
Mrs. Pinch, O, through the key-hole, bud. 

Mr.Pizch.But why fhou'd ſhe make you write a let- 
ter for her to him, fince ſhe can write her ſelf ? 

Mrs, Pinch, Why, ſhe ſaid becauſe for I was un- 
willing to do it. | 

Mr. Pinch, Becauſe what——becauſe. 

Mrs. Pinch, Becauſe left Mr. Horney ſhould be cruel, 
and refuſe her, or vain afrerwards, and ſhew the let- 
ter, ſhe might diſown it, the hand not being her's. 

Mr. Pinc _ this ? ——— think I ſhall 
come to my ſelf again this changeling cou d not 
invent this lye: but if ſhe cou d, why ſhow'd ſhe ? ſhe 
might think I ſhou'd ſoon difcover it ſtay now I 
_ on't oy * was ſorry ſhe had mar- 
ried Sparkiſb ; er diſowning her marriage to me, 
makes me think ſhe has — it for Horner's ſake: 
yet why ſhould ſhe take this courſe ? but men in love 
are women may well be fo— (Aſide. 
But hark you, madam, your ſiſter went out in the 
morning, and I have not ſeen her within ſince. 

Mrs. Pinch. Alack a-day, ſhe has been crying all day 
above it ſeems in a corner. 

Mr. Pinch. Where is ſhe ? let me fpeak with her. 

Mrs. Pinch. O lord, then ſhe'll diſcover all (Aſick. y 
Pray hold, bud; what d'ye mean to diſcover me 
me II know I have told you then: pray, bud, let me | 
talk with her firſt — | 

Mr. Pinch, | muſt ſpeak with her, to know whether 
Horner ever made her any promiſe, and whether ſhe be 
married to Sparkiſh or no. 

dirs. Pinch, Pray, dear bud, don't till I have oven 
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with her, and told her that I have told you all; for 
me ll kill me elſe: 

Mr. Pinch. Go then, and bid her come out to me. 

Mrs. Pinch. Yes, yes, bud 

Mr. Pinch. Let me ſee | 

Mrs. Pinch, I'll go, but ſhe is not within to come 
to him : I have juſt got time to know of Lucy her maid, 
who firſt ſet me on work, what lye I ſhall tell next; 
for I am e en at my wit's end (Exit Mrs. Pinchwife. 
Mr. Pinch, Well, I reſolve it, Horner ſhall have her: 


I'd rather give him my fifter, than lend him my wife; 
and ſuch an alliance will ent his pretentions to 
my wife, ſure III him of kin to-her, and 
then he won't care for her. 


Mrs. 1 x7 * 

Mrs. Pinch. O lord, „I told you what anger 
would make me with my fifter. F my 

Mr. Pinch. Won't ſhe come hither ? | 

Mrs. Pinch. No, no: alack-a-day, ſhe's aſham'd to 
look you in the face; and ſhe ſays, if you go in to 
her, he'll run away down ſtairs, and ly go 
her ſelf to Mr. Horner, who has promis d her mar- 


riage, ſhe ſays; and ſhe will have no other, ſo the 


Won't 

Mr. Pinch. Did he ſo— promiſe her marriage 
then ſhe ſhall have no other, Go tell her ſo; and if 
ſhe will come and diſcourſe with me a little concer- 
ning the means, I will about it immediately, go— 
His eſt equal to Sparkif's and 4 — 

is eſtate is to 's and his e ion is 
much better than his as his parts are: but my chief 
reaſon is, I'd rather be of kin to him by the name of 
brother-in-law, than that of cuckold 
Well, what ſays ſhe now? 

Mrs. Pinch, Why, ſhe ſays ſhe would only have yen 
lead her to Horner's lodging 
with whom ſhe firſt will diſcourſe the matter before 
ſhe talks with you, which yet ſhe cannot do ; for a- 
lack, poor creature, ſhe fays ſhe can't ſo much as 
look you in the face, therefore ſhe li come to you in 
a mask : and you muſt excuſe her, if ſhe make you 
no anfwer to any queſtion of yours, till you have 
brougli: 
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brought her to Mr. Horner; and if you will not chide | 


her, nor queſtion her, ſhe'll come out to you imme. 
diately. 


Mr. Pinch. Let her come: I will not ſpeak a word F 


to her, nor require a word from her, 

Mrs. Pinch, Oh, I forgot: beſides, ſhe ſays, ſhe 
cannot look you in the face, tho thro? a mask; there- 
fore would deſire you to put out the candle. 

Mr. + inch, I agree to all: let her make haſte— 

(Exit Mrs. Pinchwife. 
There, tis out— (puts out the candle. 
My caſe is ſome hing better: Id rather fight with 
Herner for not lying with my fifter, than for lyi 
with my wife ; and of the two, I had rather my 
fiſter too forward, than my wife: I expected no other 
from ner free education, as ſhe calls it, and her paſ- 


ſion for the town—well--— wife and ſiſter are naines þ | 


which make us expeC love and duty, pleaſure and 
comfort; bur we find em plagues and torments, and 


are equally, tho' differently troubleſome to their kee- © 
per: for we have as much ado to get people to lie 
with our ſiſters, as to keep em from lying with our + 


wives, : 
Enter Mrs * — a; ho and ſcaryes, | 

and a night-gown ? it in dark. $ 
What are you come, lier ? let us go then but firit, * 
let me lock up my wife. Mrs. Margery, where are you? * 


Mrs, Pinch. Here, bud. 
Mr, Pinch, Come hither, that I my lock you up: 


you in. | (Locks the door. 
GE ſiſter, where are you now ? 


Mrs. Pinchwife gives bim ber band ; but when be lets le- 
go, fie reals ſoftly on Lenker fide of bin, and is led a= | 


way by kim for his fifter Alichea, 


The SCEN E changes to Horner's lodgings. 
Horner, 


. What, all alone? not ſo much as one of your 


cuckolds here, nor one of their wives! they uſe to : 


take their turns with you, as if they were to watch you. 


Horn. Yes, it often happens, that a cuckold is but 


his wife's ſpy, and is more upon family duty RAWLS | 


1 * 
+ * 
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country _— ro a witty fellow of the wan or he 
has got al 
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is with her gallant abroad, 8 his pleaſure, than 
when he is at home with her p aying the gallant 2 
but the hardeſt duty a married woman impoſes upon 
a lover, is keeping her husband company always, 
_— And his fondneſs wearies you almoſt as ſoon 
as Ders. 
Horn. A pox, keeping a cuckold company, after you 


have had his wife, is as tireſome as the com of a 


his _— 
ack. And as at firſt a man makes a friend of the 
h to get the wife, ſo at laſt you are fain to fall 
out with the wife to be rid of the husband. 

Horn, Ay, moſt cuckold-makers are true courtiers, 
when once a poor man has crack'd his credit tor 'em, 
they can't abide to come near him. 


Leier to draw him in, are ſo ſweet, ſo 
ind, ſo dear ! j 


juſt as you are to Pinchewife : but what 
becomes of that — with his wife? - 


Horn. A pox, he's as ſurly as an alderman that has 
been bit; and ſince he's ſo coy, his wife's kindneſs is 
in vain, for ſhe's a filly innocent. 

Quack. Did ſhe not ſend you a letter by him? 
Horn. Ves: but that's a riddle I have not yet ſolv'd 
—allow the poor creature to be willing, ſhe is filly 
too, and he keeps her up ſo cloſe 
Quack. Ves, ſo cloſe that he makes her but the more 
willing, and adds but revenge to her love; which 
two, when met, ſeldom fail of ſatisfying each other 
ene way or other, 
4 What, here's the man we are talking of, 1 
think. 
Enter Mr. Pinchwife, leading in bis wife mask'd, muffled, 
aud in ber ſiſter's 2 4 
Horn. Pſhaw. A 3 
k. Bringi is wife to you next thin 
to I 12 letter from her. | 5 
Horn. What means this? 


Mr. Pinch. The laſt time, E _ I brought 
ee a hink 


you a love-letter, now you 
you'll fay I am a civil man to you. 


Horn, Ay, the devil take me, will I fay thou art the 


* 
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civiteſt man I ever met with; and I have known ſome. 
I fancy I underftand thee now better than I did the 
letter. But hark thee in thy ear 

Mr. Pinch. What ? 

Horn, Nothing but the uſual queſtion, man, is ſhe 
ſound, on r ? MP 

Mr. Pinch. What, you. take her for a wench, and 
me fora pimp ? 

_ Horn. Pſhaw, wench and pimp, paw words; I kno 
thou art an honeſt fellow, and haſt a great acquain- 
rance the ladies, and perhaps. haſt made love 
for me, rather than let me make love to thy wife.—. 

Mr. Pinch. Come, fir, in ſhort, I am for no fooling. 

Horn. Nor I neither: therefore prithee let us ſee her 
face preſently ? make her ſhew, man: art thou ſure I 
don't know her ? 

Mr. Pinch, I am ſure you do know her. 

Horn. A x, wh doſt thou bring her to me then ? 

Mr. Pinch. Becauſe ſhe's a relation of mine. 

Born. Is ſhe, faith, man! then thou art ſtill more 
civil and obliging, dear rogue. | 

Mr, Pinch. Who defir'd me to bring her to you. 

Horn. Then ſhe is obliging, dear rogue. 

Mr. Pinch. You'll make her welcome for my ſake, 


1 ho 
to make Her 


— I hope ſhe is handſome 
ſelf welcome: prithee, let her unmask. 

Mr. Pinch. Do you ſpeak to her : ſhe wou'd never 
be rul'd by me. 


Horn, Madam 
(Ars. Pinchwife whiſpers to Horner, 
She ſays ſhe muſt ſpeak with me in private: with- 
draw, prithee. 

Mr. Pinch. She's unwilling, it ſeems, I ſhou'd know 
all her undecent conduct in this buſineſs. (Aſiae. 
Well then, Fll leave you together, and hope when I 
2 gone you'll agree; if not, you and I ſhan't agree, 

rms 


Horn, What means the fool? if ſhe and I agree, tis 
no matter what you and I do. 
(Whiſpers to Mrs. Pinchwife, who makes ſigns. with 
ber hand for him to be gone, * 
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Mr. Pinch, In the mean time I'll fexch a parſon, and 
find out Spark, and di ſabuſe him. 
You wou'd have me fetch a parſon, wou'd you not ? 
well then now I think I am rid of her, and ſhall 
have no more trouble with her—our ſiſters and h- 
ters, like uſurers money, are ſafeſt when put out; but 
our wives, like their writings, never ſafe but in our 
cloſers under lock and key. (Exit My. Pinchwife. 

Enter Boy. 
Boy, Sir Faſper Fidget, fir, is comi 


talking of: a pox on him, has he not enough to do to 
hinder his wife's ſport, but he muſt other womens too ? 
—ſtep in here, ; (Exit Mrs, Pinchwife, 
Enter Sir Jaſper, 

Sir Faſp. My beſt and deareſt friend. 

Horn, The old ſtile, doctor 
Well, be ſhort, for I am buſy. What would your im- 
pertinent wife have now ? 


2 Faſp, Well gueſt, y faith; for I do come from 
r. 
Horn. To invite me to ſupper? tell her I can't come: 


0. | 

Sir Faſp, Nay, now you are out, faith; for my lady, 
and the whole knot of the virtuous gang, as they call 
themſelves, are reſolv'd upon a frolick of coming to 
you to night in maſquerade, and are all dreſt already. 

Horn. I ſhan't be at home. 

Sir Faſp. Lord, how churliſh he is to women 
nay, prithee, don't diſappoint em; they'll think tis 
my fault : prithee don't. I'll fend in' the banquet 
and the fiddles : but make no noiſe on't ; for the poor 
virtuous rogues would not have it known, for the 
world, that they go a mafquerading, and they would 
come to no man's ball but yours. 

Horn. Well, well—get you gone; and tell em, if 

they come, "twill be at the peril of their honour and 
ours. | 

, Sir Faſp. He, he, he we Il truſt you for that: fare- 

well— (Exit Sir Jaſper. 

Horn. Doctor, anon you too Hall be my gueſt. 


But now I'm going to a private feaſt, Wl 


up. | 
Horn. Here's the trouble of a cuc ol now we are 
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The SCENE 3 Piazza of Covent- 


en. 
Srarkiſh, Pinchwife, 
Spark. But who would have thought a woman could 
have been falſe to me ? by the world, 1 could not have 


thought it. 
(Sparkiſh evith the letter in his band. 
Mr. Pinch. You were for giving and taking liberty : 
ſhe has taken it only, fir, now you find in chat letrer. 
You are a frank 4 and ſo is ſhe you ſee there. 
Hart. Nay, it this be her hand—for I never ſaw it. 
Mr, Pinch. Tis no matter whether that be her hand 
er no; I am ſure this hand at her defire led her, to Mr. 
Horner, with whom I left her juſt now, to go fetch a 
on to em at their deſire too, to deprive you of her 
rever ; for it ſeems yours was but a muck-marriage. 
Spark. Indeed, ſhe wou'd needs have it that 'twas © 
H.rcourt himſelf, in a parſon's habit, that married us; 
but I'm ſure he told me twas his brother Ned. ö 
Mr. Pinch, O, there tis out; and you were de- 
ceiv'd, not ſhe : for you are ſuch a frank perſon - but 
I muſt be gone— you'll find her at Mr. Horner s: go, 
and believe your eyes. (Exit My. Pinchwife. 
Hark. Nay, Ill to her, and call her as many croco- |}. 
diles, ſyrens, harpies, and other heatheniſh names, as 
a poet would do a miftrefs who had refus'd to hear 
his ſuit, nay more, his verſes on her. F 
But ſtay, is not that ſhe following a torch at t'other 
end 2 the Piazza, and from Horner's certainly 
tis — — , 

Enter Alithea folÞwing a torch, and Lucy behind. 
You are well m_ — on dont think ſo. What, 
you have made a ſhort vifit to Mr. Horney ? but I ſup- 
poſe you'll return to him preſently, by that time t 

rſon can be with him, 

Alith. Mr. Horner and the parſon, ſir — 

Spark. Come, madam, no more diſſembling, no more 
jilting; for I am no more a frank perſon. 

Alith. How's this ? | 

Lucy. So twill work I ſeen (Aſi de. 

Spark. Cou d you find out no eaſy country fool to a- 
buſe ? none but me, a gentleman of wit an pleaſure 


£ 
bet, 
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about the town ? but it was your pride to be too hard 
for a man of parts, unworthy falſe woman ; falſe as a 
friend that lends a man money to loſe; falſe as dice, 
undo thoſe that truſt all they have to em. 
Lacy. He has been a great bubble by his ſimilies, as 
Alith. You have been too merry, fir, at your wed- 
ing-dinner, ſure 
Spark. What d'ye mock me too? 
Alith. Or yon have been deluded. 
Hark. By you. 
Alith, Let me underſtand you. 
Spark. Have you the confidence, I ſhou d call it 
ſomething elſe, ſince you know your guilt, to ſtand 
my juſt reproaches? you 4id not write an impudent 
letter to Mr. Horner? who I find now has clubb'd with 
ou in deluding me with his averſion for women, that 
might not, forſooth, ſuſpe& him for my rival. 
Lucy. D'ye think the gentleman can be jealous now, 
madam (Aſide. 
Alith. I write a letter to Mr. Horner 
Spark, Nay, madam, do not deny it: your brother 
ſhew'd it me juſt now; and told me likewiſe, he left 
you at Hirners lodging to fetch a 1 marry 
you to him: and I wiſh you joy, madam, joy, Joy 5 
and to him too, much joy; and to my ſelf more joy 
for not marrying you. 
Alith. So, 14 my brother would break off the 
match, and I can conſent to'r, fince I ſee this gentle- 
man can be made jealous. (Aſide. 
O a" + by his rude uſage and jealouſy, he makes me 
almoſt afraid I am married to him: art thou ſure 'rwas 
Harcourt himſelf and no parſon, that married us? | 
Spark. No, madam, I thank you, I ſuppoſe, that was 
a contrivance too of Mr. Horner's and yours, to make 
Harcourt play the parſon; but I would as little © 
have him one now, no, not for the world : for ſhall I 
tell you another truth? I never had any paſſion for 
you till now, for now I hate you. Tis true, I might 
ve married your portion, as other men of parts of 
the town do ſometimes; and ſo your ſervant. And to 
ſhew my unconcernedneſs, I'Ul come to your 9 


88 The Country Miſe. b 12 
and reſign you with as much joy, as I would a ſtale hon 
wench to a new cully ; nay, with as much joy as I Se 
would after the firſt night, if I had been married to they 
you: there's for you z and ſo your ſeryant, ſervant. I 
(Exit Sparkiſh. 
Alith, How was I deceiv'd in a man ! doo 
Lacy. You'll believe then a fool may be made jea- 1 
lous now ? for that eaſineſs in him that ſuffers him to W* ye 
be led by a wife, will likewiſe permit him to be per- me: 
ſuaded againſt her by others. 1 
 Alith. But marry Mr. Horner! my brother does not oct 
intend it,ſure: if I thought he did, I wou'd take thy 
advice, and Mr, Harcourt for my husband. And now I eac 
wiſh, that if there be any over wiſe woman of the 


town, who like me would marry a fool for fortune, li- 
berty, or title, firſt, that her husband may love play, 
and be a cully toall the town but her, and ſuffer none 
but fortune to be miſtreſs of his purſe ; then if for li- 
berty, that he may ſend her into the country, under 
the conduct of ſome houſwifely mother-in-law ; and 
if for title, may the world give em none but that of 
cuckold. 
Lucy. And for her greater curſe, madam, may he not 
deſerve it. | 
Alth. Away, impertinent - is not this my old lady 
Lanterlus ? * 
. Yes, madam. (And here I hope we . 
ay tas oy (Aſide. 
(Exeunt Alithea, Lucy. 


The S CEN E changes again to Horner's lodgings, 


Horner Fidget, Mrs. Dainty Fidget, Mrs. Squea- 
i d. A table, "pans — | 

Horn A pox, they are come too ſoon—before I have 
fent back my new miſtreſs: — all that I have now | 
to do, is to lock her in, that they may not * 1 

Lady Fidg. That we may be ſure of our welcome, 
we have brought our entertainment with us, and are 
teſolved to treat thee, dear toad. 


. 


B 


* WF. BG 
- _ 


Daint. 
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Daint. And that we may be merry to purpoſe, have 
l left fe yaſter and my old lady SqrenniS quernefiing ar 
© home ar on, 
Squeam, Therefore let us make uſe of our time, leſt 
they ſhould chance to interrupt us. 

Lady Fide. Let us fit then. 

© Horn, Firſt, that you may be private, let me lock this 

* door and that, and I'll watt upon you preſently. 

Lady Fidg. No, iir, ſhut em only, and your lips for 

ever; for we muſt truſt you as much as our wo- 
men. 

drm You know all vanity's kill'd in me; I have no 
occaſion for talking. 

Lady Fidg. Now, ladies, ſuppoſing we had drank | 
each of us our two bottles, let us ſpeak the truth of q 
our _ . | | | 

Daint. am. Agreed. 

Lady Fi for truth is no where 


elſe to be „(not in thy heart falſe man.) 
(Ade to Horner. 
Horn. You have found me a true man I'm ſure, 

5 Cn net. 
| Lad Not every way Aſide to Horner. 
* r 
Lady Fidget ſings. 

1 


Why fbould our damm 'd tyrants oblige us to lie 
On the pittance of pleaſure which they only give? 
We mui wot rejoice 
W:th Wine and with noiſe ; 
In vain we muſt wake in a dull bed alone, 
Whilſt to our warm rival the bottle they're gone. 
Then lay aſide charms, 
And take up theſe * arms. * The glaſſes. 


IL 
*Tis Wine only gives em their courage and Wit, 
Becauſe wwe live ſober, to men wwe ſubmit. 
If for beauties you'd paſs, 
Take a lick of the glaſs, 


a 
4 * d + 5 — 7 
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Till mend your complexions, and when 
The beſtred we have is the red — 0 
fifters lay t on, 


And damn a good ſpape. 


Daint. Dear brimmer, well, in token of our openneſs 
1 dealing, let us throw our masks over our 
heads. 


Horn. So, "twill come to the glaſſes anon. 

Squeam, Lovely brimmer, let me enjoy him firſt. 

Lady Fidg. No, I never part with a gallant till I've 
try'd him. Dear brimmer, that our husbands 
Mort-ſighted. 

Daint. And our baſhful gallants bold. 
© Squeam, And for want of a gallant, the buttler lovely 
bs | — of a h 

Fidg. Drink thou re ive of a husband: 

dama a bez _ 

Daint. , as it were a husband, an keeper. 

Squeam. And an old grandmother, 

Horn. And an Englif baud, and a French ſurgeon. 
Lady Fag. Ay, we have all reaſon to curſe em. 
Horn. For my ſake, ladies. 
Lady Fag. No, for our own; for the firft ſpoils all 


llants induftry. 
Yair And the other's art makes 'em bold only with 


common women. 
Squeam, And rather run the hazard of the vile diſ- 
temper amongſt them, than a denial amongſt us. 
Daint The filthy toads chuſe miſtreſſes now,as they 
do ſtuffs, for having been fancied and worn by others. 
Squeam. For being common and cheap. 
Lady Hag. Whilſt women of quality, like the rich- 
eſt uff, lie untumbled, and unask d for. . 
own. Op, neat, and cheap, and new, often they _ 


Daint. No, fir, the beaſts will be known by a miſ- 
treſ longer than by a ſuit. ; 

Squeam. And tis not for cheapneſs neither. 

Lady Fide No; for the vain fops will take up drug- 
gets, and embroider em. But I wonder at the de- in e 
praved appetites of witty men ; _ 8 


D ' 


4 the common road, and hate imitation: pray tell me, 


6 
| tertainment, than to be the only gueſt at a good table. 
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beaſt, when you were a man, why you rather choſe 
to club with a multitude in a common houſe for an en- 


Horn, Why, faith, ceremony and expectation are un- 


\ | ſufferable to thoſe that are ſharp bent: le always 


| eat with the beſt ſtomach at an ordinary, where every 
man is ſnatching for the beſt bit. : 


Lady Fag. Tho” he get a cut over the 122 
anot 


| but I have heard people eat moſt heartily o 
man's meat, that is, what they do not pay for. 


Horn, When they are ſure of their welcome and 
freedom ; for ceremony in love and eating, is as ridi- 


culous as in fighting : falling on briskly is all ſhould 


de done in thoſe occaſions. 


Lady Fidg. Well then, let me tell you, fir, there is no 


where more freedom than in our houſes; and we take 


| freedom from a yo on as a of good breed- 
ing; anda — 2 *＋ free 2 — with 
us, as frolick, as gameſome, as wild as he will. 


men. 


Horn. Han't I heard you all declaim againſt wild 
Lady Fidg. Yes ; but for all that, we think wildneſs in 


a man as deſirable a quality, as in a duek or rabbit: a 
tame man, foh. 


F 


dat you ſer in our faces in the boxes at plays, is as 
m 


not think that we women make uſe of our 
7 a5 you men of yours, only to deceive the world with 


on, the ker's word, the efter's oath, and 


Eorn, I know not; but your reputations frighten d 
me, as much as your faces invited me. 

Lady Fidg. Our reputation! lord, why ſhou'd you 
tation, 


ſuſpicion ? our vertue is like the ſtateſman's * 
t 


great man's honour ; but to cheat thoſe that truſt us. 
Squeam. And that demureneſs, coyneſs and modeſty, 


a ſign of a kind woman, as a vizard mask in the 


Daint. For I aſſure yon, women are leaſt mask'd 


When they have the velvet vizard on. 


Lady Fidg. You wou'd have found us modeſt women 
in our denials only. 
Squeam. Our baſhfulneſs is only the reflection of the 
men. Daixt. 
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Daint, We bluſh when they are ſhame - fac d. 

Horn, I beg your pardon, ladies, I was deceiv'd in 
you deviliſhly : but why that mighty pretence to ho- 
nour ? 

Lady Fidg. We have told you: but ſometimes twas 
for the ſame reaſon you men pretend buſineſs often, 
to avoid ill company, to enjoy the better and more 
privately thoſe you love. 

Horn. But why wou'd you ne'er give a friend the 
1 

Lady Fidg. Faith your ion frighten'd us as 
much 8 ours did — were ſo notoriouſly leud. 

Horn. And you ſo ſeemingly honeft. 

Lad. Fidg. Was that all that deterr'd you ? 

Horn, And ſo expenſive—— you allow freedom, you 


* Fidg, Ay, ay. 

Horn, That I was afraid of loſing my little money, 
as well as my little time ; both which my other plea- 
ſures required. | 

Lad. dg. Money, foh you talk like a little fel- 
low now: do ſuch as we expect money? | 

Horn. I beg your pardon, 2 confeſs, I 
have heard, that great ladies, like great merchants, ſet 
bu: the higher prizes upon what they have, becauſe 
they are not in neceſſity of taking the Guſt offer. 

Daint. Such as we make ſale of our hearts! 

Squeam. We brib'd for our love! foh. 


Horn. With your pardon, madam, I know, like great 


men in offices, you ſeem to exact flattery and atten- 
dance only from your followers ; but you have receiv- 
ers about you, and ſuch fees to pay, a manis afraid to 
paſs your grants, Beſt-les, we muſt let you win at cards, 
or we loſe your hearts: and if you make an ion, 
tis at a goldſmith's, jeweller's, or china-houſe, where 
for your honour you depoſite to him, he muſt pawn 
his to the puctual it, and fo paying for what you 
take up, pays for Wiat he takes up. 


Dainty. Wou'd you nor have us aſſur d of our gal- Pp 


lants love? 


$queam. For love is better known by liberality than 4 
| Lady Fidg. F 


by jealouſy. 


4 + 7 F* SRC . A 
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in .. * , n 
muſt name ; and NE Iſe rogue. 
8 (Claps him on the back. 


Horn, So all will out ow 
Sqeam. Did you not tell me, twas for my ſake only 
you reported your ſelf no man ? (Aſide to Horner, 
' Daint. O wretch ! did you not ſwear to me, twas 


for my love and hunour you paſs'd for that thing you 


do ? (Afide to Horner, 

Horn. So, ſo. | 

Lady Fag. Come, ſpeak, ladies:this is my falſe villain, 

And mine too. 

Horn. Well, then, you arc all three my falſe rogues 

too; and there's an end on't. 

Lady Fidg. Well then, there's no remedy ; ſiſters ſhar- 
ers, let us not fall our, but have a care of our honour, 

Tho we get no preſents, no jewels of him, we are ſavers 

of our honour, the jewel of moſt value and uſe, which 

—_ yet to the world unſuſpected, tho it be counter- 

eit. 

Horn, Nay, and is e en as as if it were true, 

vided the 0s think fo: meer like — 

only depends on the opinion of others. 

Lad. Fidg. Well, Harry Common, I hope you can be 
true to three: ſwear ; but tis to no purpoſe to require 
your oath ? for you are as often forſworn, as you ſwear 

ro new women. 

Horn, Come, faith, madam, let's e'en on one ano- 
ther; for all the difference I find betwixt we men and 
you women, we forſwear out ſelves at the beginning 
of an amour, you as long as it laſts. 

Enter Sir Jaſper Fidget and old lady Squeamiſh, 

Sir Fafp. Oh, my lady Fidget, was this your cun- 
ning, to come to Mr. Horner without me! but you have 
been no where elſe, I hope ? 

Lady Fidg. No, fir Faſper. 

O. L. $queam. And you came ſtreight hither, Biddy? 

E Sque am 


” * 
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eam. Yes, indeed, lady 4 1—— 

Sir Faſp. "Tis well, tis well: I knew when once they 
were throughly acquainted with poor Horner, they'd 
ne er be from him. You may let her maſquerade it with 
W ion ſafe. 

Boy. O, ſir, here's the 


Horn. Do you all go in there, whilſt I ſend em 
away ; and 3 you deſire - "a ſtay below till I 


— ayer m4 

Exeunt Sir Jaſper, Lady Squeam. Lady Fidget, Mrs. 

I 
Boy. Yes, fir. (Exit 


(Exit — and returns with Mrs. 


Horn. You wou'd not take my advice, to be gone 
before your husband came back ; he'll now diſcover 


all, yer pray, my deareſt, be perſuaded to go home, 
ve let you 


and lea reſt to my management: I 
down the back way. Pp 


Mrs. Pinch. I don't know the way home, ſo I don't. 4 


Horn. My man ſhall wait you. 


Mrs, Pinch. No, don't you believe that I'll go at all; , 


what, are you weary of me already ? 


Horn. No, my life, tis that I may love you long, 
tis to ſecure my love, and your reputation with your | 


husband, he'll never receive you 


_— elſe. f 
Mrs. Pinch. What care I ? d'ye think to frighten me 5 
with that? I don't intend to go to him again; you |. 


ſhall be my husband now. 


Horn. I cannot be your husband deareſt, fince you | 


are married to him. 


Mrs. Pinch. O wou'd you make me belive that I 


don't I ſee every day at London here, women leave their * 


firſt husbands, and go and live with other men as their | 


wives? piſh, pſhaw, you'd make me angry, but that 
I love you ſo mainly. | | . , 

Horn, So, they are coming up in again, in, 1 
hear em: Sieve Fn Mrs. Pinchwife. 
Well, a filly miſtreſs is like a weak place, ſoon 9 ; 
| on. 


eman come, whom you g 
bid me not ſuffer to come up without giving you no- 


Pinch- 1 


home, 


| 
| 
| 
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loſt, a man has ſcarce time for plunder z ſhe betray* 
her husband firſt to her gallant, and then her gallant 
Enter Pinchwife, Alirhea, Harcourt, Sparkiſh, Lucy, 
and a Parſon. 
Mr. Pinch, Come, madam, *tis notthe ſudden change 
of your dreſs, the confidence of your aſſeverations, and 
our falſe witneſs there, ſhall perſuade me I did not 
ing you hither juſt now; here's my witneſs, who 
cannot deny it, ſince you muſt be Onted=——Mr. 
Horner, did not I bring this lady to you juſt now 
Horn, Now muſt I wrong one woman for another's 
fake ; but that's no new thing with me, for in theſe 
caſes I am ſtill on the criminal's fide, againſt the in- 
NOCents. ; (Aſide. . 
Alith. Pray ſi fir, | 
Horn, It muff be ſo—I muſt be impudent, and try my 
luck; impudence uſes to be too hard for truth. (Aſide. 
Mr, Pinch, What, you are ſtudying an evaſion, or ex- 
cuſe for her; ſpeak, fir. Ent 
Horn, No, faith, I am ſomething backward only to 
in womens affairs or diſputes. 
Mr. Pinch. She bids you ſpeak. 
Alith, Ay, pray fir, do, pray ſatisfy him. 
For. Then, truly, you did bring that lady to me 
now. 
Mr. Pinch. O ho 
Alith. How, ir 
Harc. How, Wrner! 
Alith. What mean you, fir ? I always toak you fo: 
2 man of honour. 
Horn. Ay, ſo much 2 man of honour, that I muſt fave 
my miſtreſs, I thank you, come what will on't. (Aſide. 
Spark. So if I had had her, ſhe'd have made me be- 
lieve the moon had been mad of a gary e. 
0 


Lucy, Now cou'd 1 ſpeak, if I durſt, and ſolve the 
riddle, who am the author of it. (Aſide 
Alith, O unfortunate woman ! a combination againſt 
my honour, which moſt concerns me now, you 


ſhare in my diſgrace, fir ; and tis your cenſure, which 
I muſt now ſuffer, that troubles me, not theirs. 

Harc, Madam, then have 7 trouble ; you ſhall _ 

"St et 
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lee 'tis le for me to love too, without being Fir 
lous; I will not only believe your innocence my elf, 
but make all the world believe it—— 
Horner, I muſt now be concerned for this lady's honour. 
(Apart to Horner, 
Horn. And I muſt be concern'd fora lady's honour too. 
Harc. This lady has her honour, and I will prote& it. 
Horn. * has not her honour, but has given it 
me to keep, and I will preſerve it. 
Harc. I underſtand you not. 
Horn, I wou'd not have you. 
Mrs. Pinch. What's the matter with em all? 
(Mrs. Pinchwife peeping in behind, 
Mr. Pinch. Come, come, Mr. Horner, no more diſ- 
puting, here's the parſon, I brought him not in vaio, 
Horn. No, fir, I'll employ him, if this lady pleaſe. 
Mr. Pinch. How, what d'ye mean ? 
Spark. Ay, what does he mean? 
Hern. Why, I have refign'd your ſiſter to him, he has 
my conſent, | 
Mr, Pinch. But he has not mine, fir: a woman's in- 
jur d honour, no more than a man's, can be repair d, 
or _ by any, but him that firſt wrong d it; and 
you marry her preſently, or 
(Lays his hand on his ſword. 
Ener to them Mrs. Pinehwife. 


Mrs. Pinch. O lord, they'll kill poor Mr. Horner: be- 


ſides, he ſhan't marry her, whilſt I ſtand by, and look 
on; Ii] not loſe my ſecond husband ſo, | 
Mr. Pinch, What do I ſee ? 
Alith. My ſiſter in my cloaths ! 
Spark, Ha 


Mrs. Pixch. Nay, pray now don't quarrel about find- | 


ing work for the parſon; he ſhall marry me to Mr. 
Horner; for now, I believe, you have enough of me, 


(Tv My. Pinchwife. * 


Horn, Damn d, damn'd loving changelin 


Mrs. Pinch, Pray, ſiſter, pardon me for telling ſo ma- 4 


ny lyes of you. 
Harc. I ſuppoſe the riddle is plain now. 


No, that muſt be my work, good fir, hear me. 
Kneels to My. Pinchwite who fand. 445 with | 


bis hat over bis Eyes. 


1 Tg 

4 
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Mr. Pinch. 1 will never hear woman again, but make 
em all filent thus—— (Offers to draw upon his <vife. 


Horn. No, that muſt not be. 
Mr. Pinch. You then ſhall go firſt, tis all one to me. 


—_ (Cfers to draw on Horn. fopt by Harc. 


Enter Sir Jaſper Fidget, Squeamiſh, Mfrs. Daiaty 
9 — 

Sir Faſp. What's the matter? what's the matter, 
pray, what's the matter, fir? I beſeech you commu- 
nicate, fir. | 

Mr. Pinch. Why, my wife has communicated, fir, as 
your wife may have done too, fir, if ſhe knows him, ſir— 

Sir Faſp. Pſhaw, with him, ha, ha, he! 

Mr. Pinch, D'ye mock me, fir; a cuckold is a king 
of a wild beaſt, have a care, fir—— 

Sir Faſp. No, ſure, you mock me, he cuckold you! 
it can't be, ha, ha, he: why, I'll tell you, fir. 

(Cfers to whiſper, 

Mr. Pinch. I tell you again, he has whor'd my wife, 
and yours too, if he knows her, and all the women he 
comes near; tis not his diſſembling, his hypocriſy, 
can wheedle me. 

Sir Faſp. How! does he diſſemble? is he a hypo- 
crite ? nay then how ife —ſiſter, is he a hypocrite ? 


O.L.s A hypocrite, a diſſembler! fpeak 
young 3 ſpeak, {om ? 
Sir Faſþ. Nay, O my head too O thou libi- 
dinous lady ! 


O. L. Squeam, O thou harloting harlotry, haſt thou 
done't then ? 
Sir Faſp. Speak, good Horner, art thou a diſſembler, 
a rogue? haſt thou 
Horn, So 
| 43. fetch you off, and her too, if ſhe will not 
hold her tongue. ( Apart to Horner. 
Horn, Can'ft thou? I'll give thee— (Apart to Lucy, 
Lacy to Mr. Pinch,) Pray have but patience to hear me, 
fir,who am the unfortunate cauſe of all this confuſion : 
your wife is innocent, I only culpable ; for I put her 
upon telling you all theſe lyes concerning my miſtreſs, 
. . in 
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breaking off the match between Mr. 
Sparki and her, to make way for Mr. Harcourt. 
Spark. Did you fo, eternal rotten-tooth ? then it 
ſeems my miſtreſs was not falſe to me, I was only de- 
ceived by your brother, that ſhou'd have been, now 
man of conduct, who is a frank perfon now, to bring 
your wife to her lover hakx⁊ꝛ 
. I affure you, fir, ſhe came not to Mr, Horner 
out of love, for ſhe loves him no more 
Mrs. Pinch. Hold, I told lyes for you, but you ſhall 
tell _ pre yo 1 8 love Mr. Horner oy all 
my ſo no body ſay me nay : , don't 
6A go to make poor Horner believe - he « —— 
vis ſpitefully done of you, I'm ſure, | 
Horn. Peace, dear idiot, (Aſide to Mrs, Pinchwife. 
Mrs. Pinch. Nay, I will not peace. 
Mr. Pinch. Not till I make you. 
222 gueſt, he 
Dor. Horner, your ſervant, I m 2 
muſt excuſe our intruſion. 
Jack. But what's the matter, gentlemen ? for hea- 
ven's ſake, what's the matter ? 
Horn. Oh, tis well you are come tis a cenſorious 
world we live in; you may have brought me a re- 


prive, orelſe I had died for a crime I never commit- | 


ted, and theſe innocent ladies had ſuffer'd with me ; 
therefore pray fatisfy theſe worthy, honourable; jealous 
gentlemen that — that— Whiſpers. 
Back. O, I underftand you, is that all Faſper, 
by heavens, and upon the word of a phyſician, ſir— 
| Gb bert to Sir Jaſper, 
Sir Faſp. Nay, i truly — pardon me, 
my virtuous lady, and dear of honour. : 
O. L. Squeam. What, then all's right again. 
Sir vu. Ay, ay, and now let us ſatisfy him too, 
(They evbiſper ub My. Pinchwife. 
Mr. Pinch. An eunuch! pray, no fooling with me. 
Quack, I'll bring half the chirurgeons in town to 
ſwearit. 
Mr. Pinch, They—they'll ſwear a man that bled to 
death through his w died of an apoplexy. 
Quack. Pray, hear me, fir . why all the town has 
heard the report of him, Mr. Pinch, 


* my _ 0 
_—_ 
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Mr. Pinch. But does all the town believe it? 

Quack, Pray, enquire a little, and firſt of all theſe, 

Mr. Pinch, Im ſure, when I left the town, he was 
the leudeſt fellow in't. 

Quack, I tell you, fir, he has been in France fince : 
pray ask but theſe ladies and emen, your friend 
Mr. Dorilant : gentlemen and ladies, han't you all heard 
the late ſad report of poor Mr. Horner? 

All Lad. Ay, ay, ay. 

Dor. Why, thou jealous fool, doſt thou doubt it? 
he's an errant : 


Squeam. Stop her mouth (At 10 Lucy. 
Lady Fidg. Upon my honour, fir, tis 4 — 

To Pinch. 
Daint. D'ye think he won'd have been in his 


company 
Squeam. Truſt our unſpotted reputations with him 
Lady Fidg = you get, and we too, by truſting 


Horn. Peace, madam —— well, doctor, is not this a 
that carries a man on unſuſpected, and 
Mr. Pinch, Well, if this were true, but my wife 


(Aſide. 

Dorilant cubiſpers with Mrs, Pinchwife. 

Alith, Come, brother, your wife is yet innocent you 
ſee; but have a care of too ſtrong an imagination, left 
like an over concern'd timorous gameſter, by fancying 
an unlucky caſt, it ſnou d come: women and fortune 


are trueſt ſtill to thoſe that truſt em. | 
Lacy. And u bra thing grows but the more fierce 


ing kept up, and more dangerous to 


Dor, And I edify ſo much my example, I will never 


be one. 


I'll ne'er be one. 


Spark, And becauſe I will not diſparage wy parts, 
Horn. 


— — — — 


100 The Country Wife. 
Horn. And I, alas! can't be one. 
Mr. Pinch. But I muſt be one—againft my will to a 

country wife, with a country murrain to me, 

Mrs, Pinch, And I muſt be a country wife ſtill too, I 
find ; for I can't, like a city one, be rid of a muſty hus- 
band, and do what I liſt. (Afae. 

Horn, Now, fir, I „Ir your wife inno- 
cent, though I bluſh whilſt I do it, and I am the onl 
man by her now expos'd to ſhame, which I wi 
| ight drown in wine, as you ſhall your ſuſpicion ; 

and the ladies troubles we'll divert with a : doc» 
tor, where are your maskers ? 

Lucy, Indeed, ſhe's innocent, fir, I am her witneſs, 
and her end of —— was but to ſee her ſiſter's 
wedding ; and what ſhe has faid to your face of her love 
to Mr. Horner, was but the uſual innocent revenge on a 
husband's jealouſy, was it not, madam ? ſpeak... 

Mrs. Pinch. Since you'll have me tell more lyes ——— 

(Aſide to Lucy and Horne r 

Yes, indeed, bud. 


My. Pinch. For my own ſake ſain I wou'd all believe: 

Cuckelds like lovers ſbom d themſelves deceive, 

His honour is leaſt ſafe (too late I find) 

Who truſt it with a fanliß wife or friend. 

| A dance of cuckolds. 

Eorn. Fain fops but court, and dreſs, and keep a pother, 
To paſs for <wwomens men, with one another : 


But be cuba aims by evomen 3 
Firſt by the men, you ſee, muſt be deſpis d. 


FINI I. 
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